
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



cduci 

811 .120 
450 



i^p^m 



\ \ i 



\JL 



-i.i^vv: 



^w 



T ^-Nn.-^-i^o ."-V^o 




HARVARD UNIVERSITY 



LIBRARY OF THE 



Department of Education 



COLLECTION OF TEXT-BOOKS 




TRANSFERRED 

TO 

HARVARD COLLEGE 
LIBRARY 



Digitized by 



Google 




3 2044 097 038 095 



Digitized by 



Google 



n 



n 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



/ 




THOMAS DE QUINCEY 



Digitized by 



Google 



^w^'g CngUd^ €Ue6ics 

DE QUINCEY'S 

CONFESSIONS OF AN ENGLISH 
OPIUM-EATER 



WITH INTRODUCTION AND NOTES 
BY 

GEORGE ARMSTRONG WAUCHOPE, M.A., Ph.D. 

Professor of English in the University of Iowa 



Humani nil a me alienum puto 

TERENCE 



BOSTON, U.S.A. 

D. C. HEATH & CO., PUBLISHERS 

1898 



Digitized by 



Google 






Dept* ef Educatifm Library 

TRMSFE8RE0 TO 
HKRVKRD COLLEGE LIBRARY 



Copyright, 1898, 
By GEORGE ARMSTRONG WAUCHOPE. 



Typography by J. S. Gushing & Co., Norwood, Mass. 
Presswork by Rockwell & Churchill, Printers, Boston. 



Digitized by 



Google 



TO 
JAMES ALBERT HARRISON 

OF THE UNIVERSITY OF VIRGINIA 

Zliis (Cnitian of tbt Confessimut 

IS INSCRIBED 

AS A TOKEN OF FRIENDSHIP AND ESTEEM 

BY HIS FORMER PUPIL 

THE EDITOR 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



CONTENTS 



PAGB 

Editor's Preface vii 

Introduction xiii 

Critical Opinions xxi 

Bibliography xxiii 

Confessions of an English Opium-Eater . . . i 

De Quincey's Prefaces 5 

Part I. Preliminary Confessions . . - ^1 

Part II. The Pleasures of Opium . ... 65 
Part III. The Pains of Opium . . . . .102 

The Daughter of Lebanon 147 

Levana and Our Ladies of Sorrow . .154 

Letter to "The London Magazine" . . . .165 

Appendix to the Confessions 169 

History of the Confessions 181 

Notes 183 

Index . . 237 

V 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



EDITOR'S PREFACE. 



For over half a century De Quincey's position as one of 
our most important prose classics has been undisputed. The 
critical estimate of ^ his contemporaries differs little from that 
of the Scottish Professors Minto, Masson, and Saintsbury in 
recent years. 

The publication of the authoritative edition of his writings, 
by the Messrs. Black, of Edinburgh (1889-90), has awakened 
fresh interest in the " Opium-Eater." This revival has natu- 
rally manifested itself chiefly in the universities, but is ex- 
tending rapidly into the secondary schools. 

De Quincey's greatest masterpiece, however, has been less 
frequently edited for college students than those of Burke, 
Lamb, Macaulay, Carlyle, or, indeed, most writers of his 
class, with the exception of Ruskin. This fact alone is, I 
hope, sufficient reason for offering the Confessions in its 
present form. 

The introduction makes no claims to original research, but 
is intended to give, in condensed form, a biographical sketch 
of the author, and such critical material as the student would 
hardly have time, at this stage, to collate at first hand. 

In regard to the texts of the Confessions^ a situation which 
requires detailed explanation exists. For Parts II and III, 
the " Pleasures " and " Pains of Opium," respectively, I have 
used the author's revised text of 1856. This contains about 
15,000 more words than the original edition; about 6000 
words of this new matter, however, appear as a scientific 

vii 
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viii EDITOR'S PREFACE. 

digression at the beginning of Part 111. For Part I, the 
" Preliminary Confessions," I have adhered to the briefer text 
which originally appeared in The London Magazine in 1821. 
For several reasons teachers generally prefer this text for 
class us^ to that of 1856. The latter is not a mere revision, 
but an elaborate rewriting of his youthful reminiscences, the 
matter being enlarged from about 15,000 to over 64,000 
words. The additions, while written in his most brilliant but 
prolix style, and though interesting as autobiography and 
commentary, as a whole seriously detract from the finished 
unity and elegance of the briefer work. When De Quincey 
was editing the collective edition of his works, he was no 
longer writing under the stress of poverty and in the first 
flush of genius, but he " had acquired," as Mr. Garnett says, 
" the amiable garrulity of age without losing the exuberance 
of youth." Consequently the concise and pointed account 
of his early experiences often overflows into diffuse and quite 
irrelevant episodes, or expands into tedious discussions of 
questions foreign to the subject. While specialists will re- 
quire the recension, the original text of this introductory nar- 
rative, both in form and size, seems to me better adapted to 
the needs of undergraduates. The notes, however, contain 
profuse extracts from the revised edition for purposes of com- 
parison, and give the student the benefit of the author's later 
explanation of names of persons and places and obscure 
allusions. Some of the finest passages from a dialectic or 
imaginative standpoint are also included. 

My aim has been to make the notes distinctively literary, 
rather than linguistic. The function of the editor is, in my 
opinion, to stimulate the student to a wholesome enjoyment 
of the work before him, to train him in the principles of 
sound criticism, to suggest questions calling for an original 
opinion or for investigation in the library, and to guide him 
into the comparative study of literature by directing him, as 
far as possible, to the sources of the quotations, and by ex- 
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EDITOR'S PREFACE. ix 

plaining the obscure allusions in which the discursive mind of 
the author delighted to indulge. At the same time, it is im- 
portant for the student's scholarship that he shpuld not be 
deprived by the editor of that unique pleasure — the pursuit 
of knowledge. It is his rightful privilege. 

The wide-awake teacher will not forget the true aims of 
literary study. If the student is studying literature, let it be 
as literature, not as philological material. Hence it should 
be treated primarily as a fine art with its appeal to the feelings 
through beauty of form, and, on its ethical side, embodying a 
philosophy of life. Too often etymological and grammatical 
exercises are obtruded to the neglect of the study of thought 
and style. 

In our present system of education, the study of literature, 
besides its disciplinary value, holds or should hold first place 
as the most powerful means of spiritual culture. Through it 
comes the appeal to the soul with all its emotions and sympa- 
thies. If the prime object of education is character-mould- 
ing, then this awakening of the feelings should be held at 
least as important as the cultivation of the reason and the 
acquisition of facts. Surely that student has missed his op- 
portunity whose soul has not been stimulated by the moral 
and aesthetic ideas of the author. 

From this standpoint the Confessions will be found espe- 
cially inspiring. De Quincey's broad sympathies, his rich 
and imaginative style, his romantic love of adventure, his 
fondness for speculation, and the splendor of his pageantry 
unite to arouse our noblest intuitions. 

I suggest that, after the first reading, the student make an 
analysis of the different parts. The following will serve as a 
specimen : 
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Preliminary Confessions. 



I. Introduction: pp. 17-19. Reasons for writing the 0«- 
fessions. 

1 . To show why he became an opium-eater. 

2. To furnish a key to his later dreams. 

3. To create a personal interest in the writer. 

II. The Author's School Days : pp. 20-27. 

1 . At the grammar schools — his tutors — a fine Greek 

scholar. 

2. Runs away from school — the porter and the trunk. 

III. His Wanderings in Wales : pp. 27-34. 

The bishop — the landlady — the love-letters. 

IV. His Life in London: pp. 34-48. 

1. At the lawyer's — hunger and cold — the little girl. 

2. The story of Ann — she saves his life. 

3. The Jewish money-lender. 

V. Later Doings : pp. 49-64. 

1. Farewell to Ann — journey to Eton — the passen- 

ger — reflections on wealth and family. 

2. Reception by Lord D . 

3. Reconciliation with his family — goes to the Uni- 

versity of Oxford. 

4. Search for Ann — apostrophes to Oxford Street 

and M . 

After the first reading, in which the student should give 
himself up to the simple enjoyment of the part, a second 
should follow with special study of assigned topics. A class 
may be examined on these topics orally, or by themes and 
note-book exercises. The topics may be indefinitely varied, 
but the following have been found suggestive : 
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EDITOR'S PREFACE. xi 

1 . What ethical principles does the author teach ? 

2. As an aesthetic work, how does it appeal to the fancy and 

emotions ? 

3. What impression do you get of the author's knowledge of 

life and acquaintance with literature and history? 

4. In his style, what influences appear of the Bible, Milton, 

Taylor, Browne, and other English and foreign writers, 
earlier and contemporary ? 

5. How does the author express character with its various 

phases of humor, pathos, shrewdness, selfishness, gen- 
erosity, etc. ? 

6. Where does he strike notes characteristic of all nineteenth 

century literature, such as mystery, rorr.ance, sympathy, 
altruism, liberty, and love of nature ? 

7. Where does the author illustrate his own distinction 

between " the literature of knowledge " and " the litera- 
ture of power " ? 

8. Where does he show his analytical and psychological bent 

of mind ? 

In the teaching of literature, there is need for greater 
definiteness in the assignment of work. The importance of 
this holds second place only to enthusiasm. How common 
it is to hear students say : " I have enjoyed such and such 
essay or poem, but there I have come to a standstill. I have 
not mastered it, I feel sure. There is something more to be 
done. But what to look for, what questions to ask myself, 
or how to analyze it, I do not know.'' This lack of precision 
in aim leads inevitably to discouragement, frequently to dis- 
satisfaction. It may be prevented by th? method of setting 
arbitrary limitations to the work. The stui: ^ will then have 
a goal to work toward, and will not compVin r,f "work that 
is never done." 

Even a partial list of the books consulted in the preparation 
of this volume cannot be given for lack of space. I must, 
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xii EDITOR'S PREFACE. 

however, own myself especially indebted to Professor David 
Masson's invaluable edition of De Quincey, as well as to the 
excellent biographies by Dr. Japp and Professor Masson, and 
Mr. Richard Garnett's edition of the Confessions. Acknow- 
ledgment of aid in specific cases has been made in the notes. 
My thanks are also due to Professors F. H. Potter and L. A. 
Call for valuable assistance in verifying quotations, to Profes- 
sors Joseph J. McConnell and Isaac A. Loos for many help- 
ful suggestions, and to Mr. George C. Cook for kindly aid in 
the proof-reading. 

G. A. W. 
Iowa City, October, 1897. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



The life of a man of letters is nearly always commonplace. 
With the exception of a rich spiritual experience, his produc- 
tive period is, in the nature of the case, apt to be uneventful. 
The literary craft is one not of action but of reflection. 
Occasionally we find exceptional men like Addison, Macaulay, 
Burke, and Lowell, who take part in political life. Writers 
must, however, have a capital of thought and experience upon 
which to draw, and this they accumulate by study, observa- 
tion, and intercourse with men. 

The career of De Quincey is unique in literature, both in its 
extraordinary incidents and in its \dtal relation to his writings. 
We owe, for example, his most famous work, the Confessions^ 
much of his Autobiographic Sketches^ as weU as his sobriquet 
of " The English Opium-Eater," to his terrible experience with 
the opium habit. His life may be divided roughly into two 
periods, taking the year 1821 as the central point. 

From 1785 to 1820 may be called his period of preparation ; 
from 1821 to 1859 that of his literary productiveness. As the 
student will wish to read the author's own account of his life, 
a narrative fiill of pathos, beauty, and romantic interest, a 
brief summary of the leading events will suffice here. 

Thomas De Quincey was born on August 15, 1785, near the 
city of Manchester, where his father, a wealthy and cultivated 
wine merchant of Norman descent, resided. As a child he 
was precocious, imaginative, and given to dreamy introspec- 
tion. The severe discipline of the masters of the grammar 

xUi 
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xiv INTRODUCTION. 

school which he attended, and the petty persecutions of the 
boys, proved so intolerable to his sensitive temperament that 
he ran away in 1802. 

After wandering for a short time through the mountains 
of Wales, he went down to London with little money and no 
definite plans except to see something of life. He spent all 
his money, failed to get work even as a proof-reader of Greek 
of which he was a master, shared the company of beg- 
gars and outcasts, and endured almost incredible perils and 
hardships. "For I now suffered," he says, "for upwards of 
sixteen weeks, the physical anguish of hunger in various 
degrees of intensity; but as bitter, perhaps, as ever any 
human being can have suffered who has survived it." 

He was prevailed upon, the next year, to enter Oxford, and 
remained there on a small allowance until 1808. His univer- 
sity life was very unsatisfactory, as he neglected routine duties, 
refused to^take the oral examinations, and became a recluse. 
He continued, however, his study of Greek, came under the 
influence of the German philosophy, and, most important of 
all, felt for the first time the exceeding power and beauty of 
our own literature. He left Oxford declaring, "I owe thee 
nothing! .Of thy vast riches I took not a shilling, though 
living among multitudes who owed to thee their daily bread." 

De Quincey was meanwhile gradually acquiring the opium 
habit, which grew on him until the culmination in 1813, when 
he was taking the appalling amount of eight thousand drops 
of laudanum or seven wineglassfuls a day. His Confessions 
appeared in The London Magazine for September, 1821, pro- 
ducing a sensation in the world of letters and establishing the 
reputation of the author. 

The year 1808 is considered the most important in De 
Quincey's formative period, not only on account of his opium- 
eating, but also for the acquaintanceships which he made, 
during pilgrimages to London and the Lakes, with Lamb, 
Coleridge, Hazlitt, Southey, Wordsworth, and Wilson. 
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INTRODUCTION. xv 

In 1809 he took the cottage formerly occupied by Words- 
worth, at Grasmere, in the beautiful Lake District. This was 
his home for twenty years, although from 1821 to 1825 he 
spent most of his time in London. He married, in 18 16, 

Margaret Simpson, the lovely M of the Confessions^ who 

proved his guardian angel in the struggle with opium. For 
several years after this he seems to have been in easy financial 
circumstances. 

De Quincey's serious literary work began with his contribu- 
tions to The London Magazine in 1821. Keats and many 
other well-known writers had contributed to it, and Lamb was 
soon to publish in its columns his famous Essays of Elia, 
This was, in fact, pre-eminently the age of periodical litera- 
ture with brilliant editors and slashing critics, and the influ- 
ence of the great magazines on the national literature was 
powerful and on the whole salutary. Many an English mas- 
terpiece could hardly have seen the light had it not been for 
the helpful guineas and the open pages of the periodicals. 

De Quincey is himself one of the best examples of the 
paid contributor to periodicals. " He has," writes Professor 
Masson, " taken his place in our literature as the author of 
about one hundred and fifty magazine articles." " The neces- 
sities of finishing for the press," says Mr. Brimley Johnson, 
"and satisfying magazine editors restrained the excess of 
elaboration and 'wiredrawing' to which he was naturally 
addicted." 

He spent the year 1830 at the home of Professor Wilson, 
the leading spirit of Blackwood'' s Edinburgh Magazine. 
Their comradeship was perfect, and the account of the pedes- 
trian tours of the little "Opium-Eater" and the majestic 
" Christopher North " is pleasant reading. De Quincey 
finally, in 1843, removed with his daughters to Lass wade, a 
little village near Edinburgh, where he died August 8, 1859. 

De Quincey was slender in figure, with refined, clear-cut 
features and a noble, intellectual head. His constitution was 
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feeble, yet he could endure a considerable amount of fatigue 
with loss of food and sleep. His face was pale and careworn ; 
his eyes sometimes lustreless, sometimes marvellously bright ; 
and his voice silvery, but so modulated as to sound hollow 
and unearthly. His manner was hurried and hesitating, his 
temperament a compound of shyness and sociability, preju- 
dice and benevolence, humor and melancholy, irritability and 
sweet cheerfulness. 

Like Richardson, Cooper, Thackeray, George Eliot, and Du 
Maurier, De Quincey entered the field of letters at a mature 
age, but splendidly equipped with ripe scholarship and know- 
ledge of life. We have seen how he attained distinction at a 
single stride with his Confessions of an Opium-Eater^ being 
an Extract from the Life of a Scholar, From this time, until 
his death, he continued to be a writer of articles on a vast 
range of subjects. The principal repositories of his essays 
are : The London Magazine^ 1821-24, Blackwood'' s Edinburgh 
Magazine, 1826-49, Taifs Edinburgh Magazine^ 1834-51, 
and the Encyclopcedia Britannica, 1827-42. Besides these 
he has contributions in The North British Review, 1848, 
Knighfs Quarterly Magazine, 1823-24, Hogg'' s' Weekly In- 
structor, 1850-54, and The Edinburgh Literary Gazette, 
1829-30. 

The first collective edition of his works, in twenty-two vol- 
umes, was published by Messrs. Ticknor and Fields, of Boston, 
in 1 85 1, but Mr. James Hogg of Edinburgh brought out an 
edition in fourteen volumes edited by the author, 1853-60. 
The authoritative coUection of De Quincey's works is that 
edited in fourteen volumes by Professor David Masson, and 
published by Messrs. Adam and Charles Black, Edinburgh. 

De Quincey is probably the most versatile of all our prose 
writers. So encyclopaedic was his mind that his range of 
subjects was almost without limit. Dr. Johnson's famous 
epitaph on Goldsmith, the best all-round man of letters of 
his age, is equally true of De Quincey : " He left almost no 
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kind of writing untouched, and touched nothing that he did 
not adorn." Much of his time was spent unfortunately in 
mere honest journey-work to meet the demands of the peri- 
odicals and a depleted purse. This again makes his literary 
output very unequal in interest and merit, and was, no doubt, 
partly responsible for his chief limitations, which were a too 
great fondness for digressions and labored trifling, and a fre- 
quent lack of unity and coherence in construction. 

Following Professor Masson's classification, his writings 
may be arranged under three groups as follows: 

1 . Writings of Reminiscence. This includes his Auto- 
biographic Sketches and his Confessions ; biographic sketches, 
such as his Coleridge, Wordsworth and Southey, Shakespeare 
and Goethe ; and historical papers like The Casars and The 
Revolt of the Tartars. 

2. Speculative, Didactic, and Critical. Here may 
be mentioned such philosophical papers as Kant in his 
Miscellaneous Essays and Plato'' s Republic, articles on 
theology like Protestantism and Miracles as Subjects of 
Testimony, political papers such as A Tory^s Account of 
Toryism and Whiggism and Radicalism, and a book, the 
Logic of Political Economy ; also his essays on Rhetoric and 
Style, On the Knocking at the Gate in Macbeth, On Words- 
worth^s Poetry, and Alexander Pope. 

3. Imaginative Writings and Prose Poetry. Under 
this may be mentioned his Murder Considered as One of 
the Fine Arts, The Spanish Military Nun, ?LndJoan of Arc ; 
his romances Klosterheim and The Avenger ; and such prose 
phantasies as The English Mail Coach, the Suspiria de Pro- 
fundis, and parts of the Confessions. 

A complete list of the author's writings arranged in chrono- 
logical order is given in Professor Scott's edition of the essays 
on Rhetoric, Style, and Language. 

In point of style De Quincey is a rhetorician. " His merits 
were such," says Professor Saintsbury, "as to give him no 
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superior in his own manner among the essayists, and hardly 
any among the prose writers of the century." He represents 
the reaction from the polish, reserve, and coldness of the 
eighteenth century to the warmth and glow of the seven- 
teenth century, — the golden period of English prose. His 
masters are Milton, Jeremy Taylor, Fuller, and Browne, whose 
eloquence, rich coloring, and elaborate ornamentation he in- 
herits. To these qualities he has added the finish and ele- 
gance of the eighteenth century writers, and the freedom, 
deep feeling, and lofty spiritual tone of our own age. 

In fineness of texture and in beauty of coloring he is 
unequalled save by Ruskin, whom he surpasses in form and 
general pictorial and sound effects. He is rarely guilty of 
bad taste or bathos, and when at his best is a supreme 
master of the " grand style." With an imagination as great 
as Carlyle's, his style is more chastened, rhythmical, and ex- 
quisite, though not showing so much moral earnestness 
or industry. He has a finer rhetorical and critical faculty 
than Macaulay, and is more stately and vivacious than 
Landor. 

De Quincey's unique power lies in his imagination, which 
is extraordinary. In his best passages there is a poetic lofti- 
ness, a phantasmagoric charm, and a spectacular gorgeousness 
which seizes and holds the mind of the reader with its subtile 
power. Even when we cannot accept the soundness of his 
conclusions on philosophical questions, or the accuracy of his 
statements in the historical and biographical essays, we de- 
light in surrendering ourselves to his wonderfiil fancy. When 
he has on his magic robes, few can mount so high. 

He is the immortal dreamer of literature. Of course his 
work differs from such poetical phantasies as Coleridge's . 
Kubla Kahn by all the difference between prose and poetry. 
But De Quincey has created what may be called a prose poetry 
of his own which is unapproachable. It is at once winged, 
ethereal, mysterious, fiery, awful, and defies analysis. We 
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can only wonder at his divine faculty of expression, and the 
magic transformation by sleep of the waking thoughts and 
sensations of this man 

" Dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before." 

De Quincey was by temperament rather artistic than didac- 
tic. In his ethical teachings, however, he was in perfect accord 
with all the great poets, essayists, and novelists of the cen- 
tury. He brought to every subject, not only a highly trained 
critical faculty, but a broad humanitarianism. His sympa- 
thies were democratic. 

Although he counted many noblemen among his friends, 
he was not ashamed on occasion to associate with the lowly 
and outcast. He had, in fact, like Goldsmith, an instinct for 
an irregular or Bohemian life. He himself drank deeply of 
the cup of suffering, and contact with many phases of char- 
acter during an almost unexampled experience matured his 
judgment and broadened his sympathies. 

He everywhere teaches the great doctrine of charity or love, 
the brotherhood of man, sympathy with nature in all her 
forms, and the necessity of spiritual development for the 
happiness of the individual. Especially was his interest 
shown in the young, the noble, and the unfortunate. 

The quality of his humor is even more original than his 
pathos. In a peculiar weirdness and grotesqueness it has 
seldom been surpassed. It is by turns broad, subtle, quaint, 
and bizarre. "Beneath this vigorous intellectuality," says 
Mr. Brimley Johnson, " lurks a curiously deliberate and * dae- 
monic ' kind of humor, which largely consists in the sudden 
introduction of an unexpected point of view, the use of digni- 
fied language for the discussion of trivialities, and the appli- 
cation of artistic or professional terms to records of crime 
and passion." 

De Quincey was one of our first critics in the modem sense. 
He was a co-worker with Lamb, Hazlitt, Southey, and Landor 
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in the attempt to establish a school of literary criticism and to 
bring about a wider diffusion of culture. He had an emi- 
nently analytical mind. His power of thought, his vast 
learning, and his genius for speculation make him an inspir- 
ing and brilliant, though sometimes prejudiced, critic. 
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My life has been on the whole the life of a philosopher ; 
from my birth I was made an intellectual creature, and intel- 
lectual in the highest sense my pursuits and pleasures have 
been. 

THOMAS DE QUINCEY. 

Although his chief excellences may not be fully perceptible, 
except to mature tastes, he is especially attractive to the young. 
Probably more boys have in the last forty years been brought 
to a love of literature proper by De Quincey than by any other 
writer whatever. 

GEORGE SAINTSBURY. 

De Quincey, one of the Edinburgh School, is, owing to the 
overlapping and involved melody of his style, one of our best, 
as he is one of our most various miscellaneous writers. 

STOPFORD A. BROOKE. 

It is in virtue of this remarkable combination [of stateliness 

and vivacity] of his compass of style, ranging from the purely 

' analytic to the humorous and sublime, and of his distinction 

I of literary manner, that he takes rank as the greatest prose 

artist in the language. 

WILLIAM RENTON. 
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The melody of De Quincey's prose is pre-eminently rich 
and stately. He takes rank with Milton as one of our greatest 
masters of stately cadence, as well as of sublime composition. 
If one may trust one's ear for a general impression, Milton's 
melody is sweeter and more varied; but for magnificent 
effects, at least in prose, the palm must probably be assigned 
to De Quincey. In some of De Quincey's grandest passages 
the language can be compared only to the swell and crash of 
an orchestra. 

WILLIAM MINTO. 

His finest passages are distinguished by the crowded rich- 
ness of fancy, the greater range and arbitrariness of combina- 
tion, which are the peculiar attributes of poetry. 

R. BRIMLEY JOHNSON. 

To the appreciation of De Quincey, the reader must bring 
an imaginative faculty somewhat akin to his own, a certain 
general culture and large knowledge of books and men and 
things. Otherwise much of that slight and delicate allusion 
that gives point and color and charm to his writings will be 
missed; and on this account the full enjoyment and com- 
prehension of De Quincey must always remain a luxury of 
the literary and intellectual. But his skill in narration, his 
rare pathos, his wide sympathies, the pomp of his dream 
descriptions, the exquisite playfulness of his lighter disserta- 
tions, and his abounding though delicate and subtle humor, 
commend him to a larger class. 

J. R. FINDLAY. 
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A FEW REFERENCES IN BIOG- 
RAPHY AND CRITICISM. 



The best edition of the author's works is TJu Collected 
Writings of Thomas De Quincey, edited by David Masson, 
Edinburgh, Adam and Charles Black. It is published in 
fourteen volumes with a good index. 

Dr. A. H. Japp's [H. A. Page] Life of De Quincey is the 
best for biography. Masson's Life of De Quincey in English- 
men of Letters Series is very good for both biography and 
criticism. Articles on De Quincey will be found also by J. 
R. Findlay in the Encyclopcedia Britannica, and by Leslie 
Stephen in the Dictionary of English Biography, An inter- 
esting monograph is Findlay's Personal Recollections of 
Thomas De Quincey. Many of the author's letters will be 
found in Japp's De Quincey Memorials, More interesting 
than any of the above are De Quincey's own Autobiographic 
Sketches^ London Reminiscences^ and the Confessions of an 
English Opium-Eater^ the trio constituting a unique autobi- 
ography of inestimable value and interest. 

The best short criticisms of his style and writings are found 
in Saintsbury's History of Nineteenth Century Literature^ 
Chapter IV, p. 194, perhaps the most satisfactory critical 
estimate of De Quincey; Stephen's Hours in a Library^ 
first series, p. 349, reprint from Fortnightly^ v. 15, p. 310; 
Craik's English Prose, v. 5, p. 259, article by R. Brimley 
Johnson ; Minto's Manual of English Prose Literature, p. 31, 
xxiii 
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xxiv BIOGRAPHY AND CRITICISM. 

an elaborate analysis of his style; NicolPs Landmarks of 
English Literature, p. 360 ; Mrs. Oliphant's Literary History 
of England, v. 2, p. 18 \ Hodgson's Outcast Essays, p. i ; 
Saintsbury's Essays in English Literature, p. 304 ; the intro- 
duction in William Sharp's edition of the Confessions in 
" The Scott Library " ; William Mathews' Hours with Men 
and Books, pp. 1-49, containing some good things, but on the 
whole unreliable ; and Professor Fred N. Scott's introduction 
to his edition of the essays on Style, Rhetoric, and Language. 
The following magazine articles will be found of more or 
less merit: Harper'' s, v. i, p. 145, a reprint from the London 
Eclectic Review; also v. 2, pp. 156, 302; North American 
Review, v. 18, p. 90, by Willard Phillips ; v. 74, p. 425, by S. 
G. Brown ; v. 88, p. 1 13, by G. S. Phillips ; Atlantic Monthly, 
V. 12, p. 345, a delightful biographical sketch by Henry M. 
Alden ; v. 40, p. 569, a review by George Parsons Lathrop of 
Houghton, Mifflin & Co.'s complete edition of De Quincey ; 
Appleton'^s, v. 18, p. 166; Blackwood's, v. 122, p. 717; West- 
minster Review, v. 61, p. 519, by Henry Bright, very adverse 
and prejudiced; and the British Quarterly Review, v. 20, 
p. 163; V. 36, p. I ; and v. 66, p. 415. 
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CONFESSIONS OF AN ENGLISH 
OPIUM-EATER. 
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NOTICE TO THE READER. 



The incidents recorded in the Preliminary Confessions lie 
within a period of which the earlier extreme is now rather 
more, and the latter extreme less, than nineteen years ago : 
consequently, in a popular way of computing dates, many of 
the incidents might be indifferently referred to a distance of 5 
eighteen or of nineteen years ; and, as the notes and memo- 
randa for this narrative were drawn up. originally about last 
Christmas, it seemed most natural in all cases to prefer the 
former date. In the hurry of composing the narrative, though 
some months had then elapsed, this date was ever)nvhere lo 
retained ; and, in many cases, perhaps, it leads to no error, 
or to none of importance. But in one instance, viz., where 
the author speaks of his own birthday, this adoption of one 
uniform date has led to a positive inaccuracy of an entire 
year ; for, during the very time of composition, the nineteenth 15 
year from the earlier term of the whole period revolved to its 
close. It is, therefore, judged proper to mention, that the 
period of that narrative lies between the early part of July, 
1802, and the beginning or middle of March, 1803. 

October i, 1821. 
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PREFACE TO THE ORIGINAL 
EDITION OF 1822. 



TO THE READER. 

I HERE present you, courteous reader, with the record of a 
remarkable period in my life: according to my application 
of it, 1 trust that it will prove, not merely an interesting 
record, but, in a considerable degree, useful and instructive. 
In that hope it is that I have drawn it up : and that must be 5 
my apology for breaking through that delicate and honourable 
reserve, which, for the most part, restrains us from the public 
exposure of our own errors and infirmities. Nothing, indeed, 
is more revolting to English feelings, than the spectacle of 
a human being obtruding on our notice his moral ulcers or 10 
scars, and tearing away that " decent drapery," which time, 
or indulgence to human frailty, may have drawn over them : 
accordingly, the greater part of our confessions (that is, spon- 
taneous and extra-judicial confessions) proceed from demi- 
reps, adventurers, or swindlers: and for any such acts of 15 
gratuitous self-humiliation from those who can be supposed 
in sympathy with the decent and self-respecting part of 
society, we must look to French literature, or to that part 
of the German which is tainted with the spurious and defec- 
tive sensibility of the French. All this I feel so forcibly, and 20 
so nervously am I alive to reproach of this tendency, that 
I have for many months hesitated about the propriety of 

5 
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6 PREFACE TO THE ORIGINAL EDITION. 

allowing this, or any part of my narrative, to come before the 
public eye, until after my death (when, for many reasons, the 
whole will be published) : and it is not without an anxious 
review of the reasons, for and against this step, that I have, 
5 at last, concluded on taking it. 

Guilt and misery shrink, by a natural instinct, from public 
notice : they court privacy and solitude : and, even in their 
choice of a grave, will sometimes sequester themselves from 
the general population of the churchyard, as if declining to 
10 claim fellowship with the great family of man, and wishing 
(in the affecting language of Mr. Wordsworth) 

" humbly to express 

A penitential loneliness." 

It is well, upon the whole, and for the interest of us all, 

15 that it should be so : nor would I willingly, in my own person, 
manifest a disregard of such salutary feelings ; nor in act or 
word do anything to weaken them, but on the one hand, as 
my self-accusation does not amount to a confession of guilt, 
so, on the other, it is possible that, if it did^ the benefit result- 

20 ing to others, from the record of an experience purchased at 
so heavy a price, might compensate, by a vast overbalance, 
for any violence done to the feelings I have noticed, and 
justify a breach of the general rule. Infirmity and misery do 
not, of necessity, imply guilt. They approach, or recede 

25 from, the shades of that dark alliance, in proportion to the 
probable motives and prospects of the offender, and the 
palliations, known or secret, of the offence : in proportion as 
the temptations to it were potent from the first, and the 
resistance to it, in act or in effort, was earnest to the last. 

30 For my own part, without breach of truth or modesty, I may 
affirm, that my life has been, on the whole, the life of a phi- 
losopher : from my birth I was made an intellectual creature : 
and intellectual in the highest sense my pursuits and pleasures 
have been, even from my school-boy days. If opium-eating 
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PREFACE TO THE ORIGINAL EDITION. 7 

be a sensual pleasure, and if I am bound to confess that I 
have indulged in it to an excess not yet recorded of any other 
man, it is no less true, that I have struggled against this 
fascinating enthralment with a religious zeal, and have, at 
length, accomplished what I never yet heard attributed to 5 
any other man — have untwisted, almost to its final links, 
the accursed chain which fettered me. Such a self-conquest 
may reasonably be set off in counterbalance to any kind or 
degree of self-indulgence. Not to insist that, in my case, the 
self-conquest was unquestionable, the self-indulgence open to 10 
doubts of casuistry, according»as that name shall be extended 
to acts aiming at the bare relief of pain, or shall be restricted 
to such as aim at the excitement of positive pleasure. 

Guilt, therefore, 1 do not acknowledge ; and, if I did, it is 
possible that I might still resolve on the present act of con- 15 
fession, in consideration of the service which I may thereby 
render to the whole class of opium-eaters. But who are they ? 
Reader, I am sorry to say, a very numerous class indeed. Of 
this I became convinced some years ago, by computing, at 
that time, the number of those in one small class of English 20 
society (the class of men distinguished for talents, or of emi- 
nent station), who were known to me, directly or indirectly, 
as opium-eaters ; such for instance as the eloquent and 
benevolent [William Wilberforce], the late Dean of [Car- 
lisle, Dr. Isaac Milner] ; Lord [Erskine] ; Mr. ^ the 25 

philosopher ; a late under-secretary of state [Mr. Addington, 
brother to the late Lord Sidmouth] (who described to me 
the sensation which first drove him to the use of opium, in 
the very same words as the Dean of [Carlisle], viz., "that he 
felt as though rats were gnawing and abrading the coats of 30 
his stomach ") ; Mr. [Coleridge] ; and many others hardly 
less known, whom it would be tedious to mention. Now, if 
one class, comparatively so limited, could furnish so many 
scores of cases (and that within the knowledge of one single 
inquirer), it was a natural inference, that the entire popula- 35 
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tion of England would furnish a proportionable number. 
The soundness of this inference, however, I doubted, until 
some fects became known to me, which satisfied me that it 
was not incorrect. I will mention two: i. Three respectable 
5 London druggists, in widely-remote quarters of London, from 
whom I happened lately to be purchasing small quantities of 
opium, assured me that the number of amateur opium-eaters 
(as I may term them) was, at this time, immense ; and that • 
the difficulty of distinguishing these persons, to whom habit 

10 had rendered opium necessary, from such as' were purchasing 
it with a view to suicide, occasipned them daily trouble and 
disputes. This evidence respected London only. But, 2. 
(which will possibly surprise the reader more) some years 
ago, on passing through Manchester, I was informed by 

15 several cotton-manufacturers, that their work-people were 
rapidly getting into the practice of opium-eating; so much 
so, that on a Saturday afternoon the counters of the drug- 
gists were strewed with pills of one, two, or three grains, 
in preparation for the known demand of the evening. The 

20 immediate occasion of this practice was the lowness of wages, 
which at that time would not allow them to indulge in ale or 
spirits : and, wages rising, it may be thought that this prac- 
tice would cease: but as I do not readily believe that any 
man, having once tasted the divine luxuries of opium, will 

25 afterwards descend to the gross and mortal enjoyments of 
alcohol, I take it for granted, 

" That those eat now, who never ate before ; 
And those who always ate, now eat the more." 

Indeed the fascinating powers of opium are admitted, even 
30 by medical writers, who are its greatest enemies: thus, for 
instance, Awsiter, apothecary to Greenwich Hospital, in his 
" Essay on the Effects of Opium " (published in the year 
1763, when attempting to explain, why Mead had not been 
sufficiently explicit on the properties, counter-agents, etc., of 
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PREFACE TO THE ORIGINAL EDITION. 9 

this drug, expresses himself in the following mysterious terms 
(<f>iovavTa (Tvvcroto-t) : " Perhaps he thought the subject of 
too delicate a nature to be made common; and as many 
people might then indiscriminately use it, it would take from 
that necessary fear and caution, which should prevent their 5 
experiencing the extensive power of this drug : /or there 
are many properties in it, if universally known, that would 
habituate the use, and make it more in request with us than 
the Turks themselves: the result of which knowledge," he 
adds, " must prove a general misfortune." In the necessity 10 
of this conclusion I do not concur: but upon that point I 
shall have occasion to speak at the close of my confessions, 
where I shall present the reader with the moral of my 
narrative. 

[The following paragraphs were added by De Quincey in 15 
1856. — Ed.] 

And at this point I shall say no more than that opium, 
as the bne sole catholic anodyne which hitherto has been 
revealed to man ; secondly, as the one sole anodyne which 
in a vast majority of cases is irresistible ; thirdly, as by many 20 
degrees the most potent of all known counter-agents to 
nervous irritation, and to the formidable curse of tcedium 
vitce; fourthly, as by possibility, under an argument unde- 
niably plausible alleged by myself, the sole known agent — 
not for curing when formed, but for intercepting whilst likely 25 
to be formed — the great English scourge of pulmonary con- 
sumption; — I say that opium, as wearing these, or any of 
these, four beneficent characteristics — I say that any agent 
whatever making good such pretensions, no matter what its 
name, is entitled haughtily to refuse the ordinary classifica- 30 
tion and treatment which opium receives in books. I say 
that opium, or any agent of equal power, is entitled to assume ^ 
that it was revealed to man for some higher object than that 
it should furnish a target for moral denunciations, ignorant 
where they are not hypocritical, childish where not dishonest ; 35 
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that it should be set up as a theatrical scarecrow for super- 
stitious terrors, of which the result is oftentimes to defraud 
human suffering of its readiest alleviation, and of which the 
purpose is, "Ut pueris placeant et declamatio fiant" (that 
5 they may win the applause of school-boys and furnish matter 
for a prize essay) . 

In one sense, and remotely, all medicines arid modes of 
medical treatment offer themselves as anodynes — that is, so 
far as they promise ultimately to relieve the suffering con- 

10 nected with physical maladies or infirmities. But we do not, 
in the special and ordinary sense, designate as " anodynes " 
those remedies which obtain the relief from pain only as a 
secondary and distant effect following out from the cure 
of the ailment ; but those only we call anodynes which obtain 

15 this relief and pursue it as the primary and immediate object. 
If, by giving tonics to a child suffering periodic pains in the 
stomach, we were ultimately to banish those pains, this would 
not warrant us in calling such tonics by the name of anodynes : 
for the neutralisation of the pains would be a circuitous pro- 

20 cess of nature, and might probably require weeks for its evolu- 
tion. But a true anodyne (as, for instance, half-a-dozen 
drops of laudanum, or a dessert-spoonful of some warm 
carminative mixed with brandy) will often banish the misery 
suffered by a child in five or six minutes. Amongst the most 

25 potent of anodynes we may rank hemlock, henbane, chloro- 
form, and opium. But unquestionably the three first have a 
most narrow field of action, by comparison with opium. This, 
beyond all other agents made known to man, is the mightiest 
for its command, and for the extent of its command, over 

30 pain; and so much mightier than any other that I should 
think, in a Pagan land, supposing it to have been adequately 
made known through experimental acquaintance with its revo- 
lutionary magic, opium would have had altars and priests con- 
secrated to its benign and tutelary powers. But this is not 

35 my own object in the present little work. Very many people 
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have thoroughly misconstrued this object; and therefore I 
beg to say here, in closing my Original Preface, a little re- 
modelled, that what I contemplated in these Confessions was 
to emblazon the power of opium — not over bodily disease 
and pain, but over the grander and more shadowy world of 
dreams. 
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PREFATORY NOTICE TO THE NEW 
AND ENLARGED EDITION OF 1856. 



When it had been settled that, in the general series of these 
republications, the " Confessions of an English Opium-Eater " 
should occupy the Fifth Volume,* I resolved to avail myself 
most carefully of the opening thus made for a revision of the 

5 entire work. By accident, a considerable part of the Confes- 
sions (all, in short, except the Dreams) had originally been 
written hastily ; and, from various causes, had never received 
any strict revision, or, virtually^ so much as an ordinary 
verbal correction. But a great deal more was wanted than 

10 this. The main narrative should naturally have moved 
through a succession of secondary incidents ; and, with leis- 
ure for recalling these, it might have been greatly inspirited. 
Wanting all opportunity for such advantages, this narrative 
had been needlessly impoverished. And thus it had hap- 

15 pened that not so properly correction and retrenchment were 

called for as integration of what had been left imperfect, or 

amplification of what, from the first, had been insufficiently 

expanded. 

With these views, it would not have been difficult (though 

20 toilsome) to re-cast the little work in a better mould; and 
the result might, in all reason, count upon the approbation 
at least of its own former readers. Compared with its own 

* This was the place of the new edition of the " Confessions " in De 
Quincey's own Edinburgh issue of his collected writings in fourteen 
volumes. — Masson. 
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former self, the book must certainly tend, by its very prin- 
ciple of change, whatever should be the execution of that 
change, to become better : and in my own opinion, after all 
drawbacks and allowances for the faulty exemplification of a 
good principle, it is better. This should be a matter of mere 5 
logical or inferential necessity; since, in pure addition to 
everything previously approved, there would now be a clear 
surplus of extra matter — all that might be good in the old 
work, and a great deal beside that was new. Meantime this 
improvement has been won at a price of labour and suffering 10 
that, if they could be truly stated, would seem incredible. A 
nervous malady, of very peculiar character, which has attacked 
me intermittingly for the last eleven years, came on in May 
last, almost concurrently with the commencement of this re- 
vision ; and so obstinately has this malady pursued its noise- 15 
less, and what I may call subterraneous, siege, since none of 
the symptoms are externally manifested, that, although pretty 
nearly dedicating myself to this one solitary labour, and not 
intermitting or relaxing it for a single day, I have yet spent, 
within a very few days, six calendar months upon the re-cast ao 
of this one small volume. 

The consequences have been distressing to all concerned. 
The press has groaned under the chronic visitation ; the com- 
positors shudder at the sight of my handwriting, though not 
objectionable on the score of legibility; and I have much 25 
reason to fear that, on days when the pressure of my com- 
plaint has been heaviest, I may have so far given way to it 
as to have suffered greatly in clearness of critical vision. 
Sometimes I may have overlooked blunders, mis-statements, 
or repetitions, implicit or even express. But more often I 30 
may have failed to appreciate the true effects from faulty 
management of style and its colourings. Sometimes, for 
instance, a heavy or toq intricate arrangement of sentences 
may have defeated the tendency of what, under its natural 
presentation, would have been affecting; or it is possible 35 



Digitized by 



Google 



14 PREFACE TO ENLARGED EDITION. 

enough that, by unseasonable levity at other times, I may 
have repelled the sympathy of my readers — all or some. 
Endless are the openings for such kinds of mistake — that is, 
of mistakes not fully seen as such. But, even in a case of 
5 unequivocal mistake, seen and acknowledged, yet, when it is 
open to remedy only through a sudden and energetic act then 
or never, — the press being for twenty minutes, suppose, free 
to receive an alteration, but beyond that time closed and 
sealed inexorably: such being supposed the circumstances, 

10 the humane reader will allow for the infirmity which even 
wilfully and consciously surrenders itself to the error, acqui- 
escing in it deliberately rather than face the cruel exertion 
of correcting it most elaborately at a moment of sickening 
misery, and with the prevision that the main correction must 

15 draw after it half-a-dozen others for the sake of decent con- 
sistency. I am not speaking under any present consciousness 
of such a case existing against myself : I believe there is none 
such. But I choose to suppose an extreme case of even con- 
scious error, in order that venial cases of oversight may, 

20 under shelter of such an outside license, find toleration from 
a liberal critic. To fight up against the wearing siege of an 
abiding sickness imposes a fiery combat. I attempt no de- 
scription of this combat, knowing the unintelligibility and 
the repulsiveness of all attempts to communicate the incom- 

25 municable. But the generous reader will not, for that for- 
bearance on my part, the less readily show his indulgence, if 
a case should (unexpectedly to myself) arise for claiming it. 

I have thus made the reader acquainted with one out of 
two cross currents that tended to thwart my efforts for im- 

30 proving this little work. There was, meantime, another, less 
open to remedy from my own uttermost efforts. All along I 
had relied upon a crowning grace, which I had reserved for 
the final pages of this volume, in a succession of some twenty 
or twenty-five dreams and noon-day visions, which had arisen 

35 under the latter stages of opium influence. These have dis- 
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appeared : some under circumstances which allow me a rea- 
sonable prospect of recovering them ; some unaccountably ; 
and some dishonourably. Five or six, I believe, were burned 
in a sudden conflagration which arose from the spark of a 
candle fisdling unobserved amongst a very large pile of papers 5 
in a bedroom, when 1 was alone and reading. Falling not 
on, but amongst and within the papers, the fire would soon 
have been ahead of conflict ; and, by communicating with the 
slight woodwork and draperies of the bed, it would have im- 
mediately enveloped the laths of a ceiling overhead, and thus 10 
the house, far from fire-engines, would have been burned 
down in half-an-hour. My attention was first drawn by a 
sudden light upon my book: and the whole difference be- 
tween a total destruction of the premises and a trivial loss 
(from books charred) of five guineas was due to a large 15 
Spanish cloak. This, thrown over, and then drawn down 
tightly, by the aid of one sole person, somewhat agitated, but 
retaining her presence of mind, effectually extinguished the 
fire. Amongst the papers burned partially, but not so burned 
as to be absolutely irretrievable, was the " Daughter of Leba- 20 
non " ; and this I have printed, and have intentionally placed 
it at the end, as appropriately closing a record in which the 
case of poor Ann the Outcast formed not only the most 
memorable and the most suggestively pathetic incident, but 
also that which, more than any other, coloured — or (more 25 
truly 1 should say) shaped, moulded and remoulded, com- 
posed and decomposed — the great body of opium dreams. 
The search after the lost features of Ann, which I spoke of as 
pursued in the crowds of London, was in a more proper sense 
pursued through many a year in dreams. The general idea 30 
of a search and a chase reproduced itself in many shapes. 
The person, the rank, the age, the scenical position, all varied 
themselves for ever ; but the same leading traits more or less 
faintly remained of a lost Pariah woman, and of some shadowy 
malice whigh withdrew her, or attempted to withdraw her, from 35 
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restoration and from hope. Such is the explanation which I 
offer why that particular addition which some of my friends 
had been authorised to look for has not in the main been 
given, nor for the present could be given ; and, secondly, why 
5 that part which is given has been placed in the conspicuous 
situation (as a closing passage) which it now occupies. 

November, 1856. 
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CONFESSIONS OF AN ENGLISH 
OPIUM-EATER. 



PART I. 

PRELIMINARY CONFESSIONS. 

.These preliminary confessions, or introductory narra- 
tive of the youthful adventures which laid the foundation of 
the writer's habit of opium-eating in after life, it has been 
judged proper to premise, for three several reasons : 

1. As forestalling that question, and giving it a satis- 5 
factory answer, which else would painfully obtrude itself 
in the course of the Opium Confessions — " How came 
any reasonable being to subject himself to such a yoke 
of misery; voluntarily to incur a captivity so servile, 
and knowingly to fetter himself with such a seven-fold 10 
chain?" — a question which, if not somewhere plausibly 
resolved, could hardly fail, by the indignation which it 
would be apt to raise as against an act of wanton folly, • 
to interfere with that degree of sympathy which is neces- 
sary in any case to an author's purposes. 15 

2. As furnishing a key to some parts of that tremen- 
dous scenery which afterwards peopled the dreams of the 
Opium-eater. 

c 17 
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3. As creating some previous interest of a personal sort 
in the confessing subject, apart from the matter of the 
confessions, which cannot fail to render the confessions 
themselves more interesting. If a man "whose talk is of 
5 oxen," should become an Opium-eater, the probability 
is, that (if he is not too dull to dream at all) — he will 
dream about oxen : whereas, in the case before him, the 
reader will find that the Opium-eater boasteth himself to 
be a philosopher; and accordingly, that the phantas- 
10 magoria of his dreams (waking or sleeping, day-dreams 
or night-dreams) is suitable to one who in that character, 

Humani nihil a se alienum putat. 

For amongst the conditions which he deems indispen- 
sable to the sustaining of any claim to the title of philoso- 

15 pher is not merely the possession of a superb intellect in 
its analytic functions (in which part of the pretensions, 
however, England can for some generations show but 
few claimants ; at least, he is not aware of any known 
candidate for this honour who can be styled emphatically 

20 a subtle thinker^ with the exception of Samuel Taylor 
Coleridge, and in a narrower department of thought, with 
the recent illustrious exception oi David Ricardo) but also 
on such a constitution of the moral faculties, as shall give 
him an inner eye and power of intuition for the vision 

-25 and the mysteries of our human nature : that constitution 
of faculties, in short, which (amongst all the generations 
of men that from the beginning of time have deployed 
into life, as it were, upon this planet) our English poets 
have possessed in the highest degree ^^^nd Scottish 

30 Professors in the lowest, 
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I have often been asked how I first came to be a 
regular opium-eater; and have suffered, very unjustly, 
in the opinion of my acquaintance, from being reputed 
to have brought upon myself all the sufferings which I 
shall have to record, by a long course of indulgence in 5 
this practice purely for the sake of creating an artificial 
state of pleasurable excitement. This, however, is a mis- 
representation of my case. True it is, that for nearly ten 
years I did occasionally take opium for the sake of the 
exquisite pleasure it gave me : but, so long as I took it 10 
with this view, I was effectually protected from all mate- 
rial bad consequences, by the necessity of interposing 
long intervals between the several acts of indulgence, in 
order to renew the pleasurable sensations. It was not 
for the purpose of creating pleasure, but of mitigating 15 
pain in the severest degree, that I first began to use 
opium as an article of daily diet. In the twenty-eighth 
year of my age, a most painful affection of the stomach, 
which I had first experienced about ten years before, 
attacked me in great strength. This affection had origi- 20 
nally been caused by extremities of hunger, suffered in my 
boyish days. During the season of hope and redundant 
happiness which succeeded (that is, from eighteen to 
twenty-four) it had slumbered; for the three following 
years it had revived at intervals ; and now, under unfavour- 25 
able circumstances, from depression of spirits, it attacked 
me with a violence that yielded to no remedies but opium. 
As the youthful sufferings, which first produced this de- 
rangement of the stomach, were interesting in themselves, 
and in the circumstances that attended them, I shall here 30 
briefly retrace them. 
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My father died when I was about seven years old, and 
left me to the care of four guardians. I was sent to vari- 
ous schools, great and small ; and was very early distin- 
guished for my classical attainments, especially for my 

5 knowledge of Greek. At thirteen I wrote Greek with ease ; 
and at fifteen my command of that language was so great, 
that I not only composed Greek verses in lyric metres, but 
could converse in Greek fluently, and without embarrass- 
ment — an accomplishment which I have not since met 

10 with in any scholar of my times, and which, in my case, 
was owing to the practice of daily reading off the news- 
papers into the best Greek I could furnish extempore; 
for the necessity of ransacking my memory and inven- 
tion, for all sorts and combinations of periphrastic expres- 

15 sions, as equivalents for modern ideas, images, relations 
of things, etc., gave me a compass of diction which would 
never have been called out by a dull translation of moral 
essays, etc. " That boy," said one of my masters, point- 
ing the attention of a stranger to me, " that boy could 

20 harangue an Athenian mob, better than you and I could 
address an English one." He who honoured me with 
this eulogy was a scholar, " and a ripe and good one ; " 
and of all my tutors, was the only one whom I loved or 
reverenced. Unfortunate for me (and, as I afterwards 

25 learned, to this worthy man's great indignation) I was 
transferred to the care, first of a blockhead, who was in a 
perpetual panic, lest I should expose his ignorance ; and 
finally, to that of a respectable scholar, at the head of a 
great school on an ancient foundation. This man had 

30 been appointed to his situation by [Brasenose] College, 
Oxford ; and was a sound, well-built scholar, but (like most 
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men, whom I have known from that college) coarse, clumsy, 
and inelegant. A miserable contrast he presented, in 
my eyes, to the Etonian brilliancy of my favourite master ; 
and beside, he could not disguise from my hourly notice, 
the poverty and meagreness of his understanding. It is 5 
a bad thing for a boy to be, and to know himself, far 
beyond his tutors, whether in knowledge or in power of 
mind. This was the case, so far as regarded knowledge 
at least, not with myself only, for the two boys who jointly 
with myself composed the first form were better Grecians 10 
than the head- master, though not more elegant scholars, 
nor at all more accustomed to sacrifice to the graces. 
When I first entered, I remember that we read Sophocles ; 
and it was a constant matter of triumph to us, the learned 
triumvirate of the first form, to see our " Archididascalus "15 
(as he loved to be called) conning our lessons before we 
went up, and laying a regular train, with lexicon and 
grammar, for blowing up and blasting (as it were) any 
difficulties he found in the choruses ; whilst we never 
condescended to open our books until the moment of2o 
going up, and were generally employed in writing epi- 
grams upon his wig, or some such important matter. 
My two class-fellows were poor, and dependent for their 
future prospects at the university on the recommen- 
dation of the head-master ; but I, who had a small patri- 25 
monial property, the income of which was sufficient to 
support me at college, wished to be sent thither immedi- 
ately. I made earnest representations on the subject to 
my guardians, but all to no purpose. One, who was more 
reasonable, and had more knowledge of the world than 3° 
the rest, lived at a distance ; two of the other three 
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resigned all their authority into the hands of the fourth ; 
and this fourth with whom I had to negotiate, was a 
worthy man, in his way, but haughty, obstinate, and intol- 
erant of all opposition to his will. After a certain 
5 number of letters and personal interviews, I found that I 
had nothing to hope for, not even a compromise of the 
matter, from my guardian ; unconditional submission was 
what he demanded; and I prepared myself, therefore, 
for other measures. Summer was now coming on with 

10 hasty steps, and my seventeenth birthday was fast ap- 
proaching; after which day I had sworn within myself 
that I would no longer be numbered amongst school- 
boys. Money being what I chiefly wanted, I wrote to a 
woman of high rank, who, though young herself, had 

15 known me from a child, and had latterly treated me with 
great distinction, requesting that she would " lend " me 
five guineas. For upwards of a week no answer came ; 
and I was beginning to despond, when, at length, a ser- 
vant put into my hands a double letter, with a coronet 

20 on the seal. The letter was kind and obliging ; the fair 
writer was on the sea-coast, and in that way the delay 
had arisen ; she enclosed double of what I had asked, 
and good-naturedly hinted that if I should never repay 
her, it would not absolutely ruin her. Now then, I was 

25 prepared for my scheme ; ten guineas, added to about 
two which I had remaining from my pocket money, 
seemed to me sufficient for an indefinite length of time ; 
and at that happy age, if no definite boundary can be 
assigned to one's power, the spirit of hope and pleasure 

30 makes it virtually infinite. 

It is a just remark of Dr. Johnson's (and what cannot 
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often be said of his remarks, it is a very feeling one), 
that we never do anything consciously for the last time 
(of things, that is, which we have long been in the habit 
of doing) without sadness of heart. This truth I felt 
deeply when I came to leave [Manchester], a place which 5 
I did not love, and where I had not been happy. On 
the evening before I left [Manchester] for ever, I grieved 
when the ancient and lofty school-room resounded with 
the evening service, performed for the last time in my 
hearing; and at night, when the muster-roll of names was 10 
called over, and mine (as usual) was called first, I stepped 
forward, and, passing the head-master, who was standing 
by, I bowed to him, and looked earnestly in his face, 
thinking to myself, " He is old and infirm, and in this 
world I shall not see him again." I was right; I never 15 
did see him again, nor ever shall. He looked at me 
complacently, smiled good-naturedly, returned my salu- 
tation (or rather, my valediction), and we parted (though 
he knew it not) for ever. I could not reverence him 
intellectually ; but he had been uniformly kind to me, 20 
and had allowed me many indulgencies ; and I grieved 
at the thought of the mortification I should inflict upon 
him. 

The morning came which was to launch me into the 
world, and from which my whole succeeding life has, in 25 
many important points, taken its colouring. I lodged in 
the head-master's house, and had been allowed, from my 
first entrance, the indulgence of a private room, which I 
used both as a sleeping-room and as a study. At half- 
after three I rose, and gazed with deep emotion at the 30 
ancient towers of [the Collegiate Church], "drest in 
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earliest light," and beginning to crimson with the radiant 
lustre of a cloudless July morning. I was firm and im- 
movable in my purpose ; but yet agitated by anticipation 
of uncertain danger and troubles ; and, if I could have 
5 foreseen the hurricane, and perfect hail-storm of affliction 
which soon fell upon me, well might I have been agitated. 
To this agitation the deep peace of the morning presented 
an affecting contrast, and in some degree a medicine. 
The silence was more profound than that of midnight ; 

loand to me the silence of a summer morning is more 
touching than all other silence, because, the light being 
broad and strong, as that of noon day at other seasons of 
the year, it seems to differ from perfect day, chiefly 
because man is not yet abroad ; and thus, the peace of 

r5 nature, and of the innocent creatures of God, seems to 
be secure and deep, only so long as the presence of man, 
and his restless and unquiet spirit, are not there to 
trouble its sanctity. I dressed myself, took my hat and 
gloves, and lingered a little in the room. For the last 

20 year and a-half this room had been my " pensive citadel ; " 
here I had read and studied through all the hours of 
night ; and, though true it was, that for the latter part of 
this time I, who was framed for love and gentle affections, 
had lost my gaiety and happiness, during the strife and 

25 fever of contention with my guardian ; yet, on the other 
hand, as a boy, so passionately fond of books, and dedi- 
cated to intellectual pursuits, I could not fail to have 
enjoyed many happy hours in the midst of general de- 
jection. I wept as I looked round on the chair, hearth, 

30 writing-table, and other familiar objects, knowing too 
certainly, that I looked upon them for the last time. 
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Whilst I write this, it is eighteen years ago ; and yet, at 
this moment, I see distinctly, as if it were yesterday, the 
lineaments and expression of the object on which I fixed 

my parting gaze ; it was a picture of the lovely , 

which hung over the mantlepiece ; the eyes and mouth 5 
of which were so beautiful, and the whole countenance 
so radiant with benignity and divine tranquillity, that I 
had a thousand times laid down my pen, or my book, to 
gather consolation from it, as a devotee from his patron 
saint. Whilst I was yet gazing upon it, the deep tones of *o 
[Manchester] clock proclaimed that it was four o'clock. 
I went up to the picture, kissed it, and gently walked out, 
and closed the door for ever ! 



So blended and intertwisted in this life are occasions 
of laughter and of tears, that I cannot yet recall without 15 
smiling, an incident which occurred at that time, and 
which had nearly put a stop to the immediate execution 
of my plan. I had a trunk of immense weight; for, 
besides my clothes, it contained nearly all my library. 
The difficulty was to get this removed to a carrier's ; my 20 
room was at an aerial elevation in the house, and (what 
was worse) the stair-case, which communicated with this 
angle of the building, was accessible only by a gallery, 
which passed the head-master's chamber door. I was a 
favourite with all the servants; and, knowing that any of 25 
them would screen me, and act confidentially, I com- 
municated my embarrassment to a groom of the head- 
master's. The groom swore he would do anything I 
wished; and when the time arrived, went upstairs to 
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bring the trunk down. This I feared was beyond the 
strength of any one man; however, the groom was a 
man 

" Of Atlantean shoulders, fit to bear 
5 The weight of mightiest monarchies;" 

and had a back as spacious as Salisbury Plain. Accord- 
ingly he persisted in bringing down the trunk alone, 
whilst I stood waiting at the foot of the last flight in 
anxiety for the event. For some time I heard him de- 

loscending with slow and firm steps; but unfortunately, 
from his trepidation, as he drew near the dangerous 
quarter, within a few steps of the gallery, his foot slipped ; 
and the mighty burden, falling from his shoulders, gained 
such increase of impetus at each step of the descent, 

15 that, on reaching the bottom, it trundled, or rather 
leaped, right across, with the noise of twenty devils, 
against the very bed-room door of the archididascalus. 
My first thought was that all was lost, and that my only 
chance for executing a retreat was to sacrifice my bag- 

20 gage. However, on reflection, I determined to abide 
the issue. The groom was in the utmost alarm, both on 
his own account and on mine ; but, in spite of this, so 
irresistibly had the sense of the ludicrous, in this unhappy 
contretemps^ taken possession of his fancy, that he sang 

25 out a long, loud, and canorous peal of laughter, that 
might have wakened the Seven Sleepers. At the sound 
of this resonant merriment, within the very ears of in- 
sulted authority, I could not myself forbear joining in it ; 
subdued to this, not so much by the unhappy etourderie 

30 of the trunk, as by the effect it had upon the groom. 
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We both expected, as a matter of coUfse, that Dr. 
[Lawson] would sally out of his room ; for in general, 
if but a mouse stirred, he sprang out like a mastiff from 
the kennel. Strange to say, however, on this occasion, 
when the noise of laughter had ceased, no sound, or 5 
rustling even, was to be heard in the bed-room. Dr. 
[Lawson] had a painful complaint, which, sometimes 
keeping him awake, made his sleep, perhaps, when it did 
come, the deeper. Gathering courage from the silence, 
the groom hoisted his burden again, and accomplished i<> 
the remainder of his descent without accident. I waited 
until I saw the trunk placed on a wheel-barrow, and on 
its road to the carrier's; then, "with Providence my 
guide," I set off on foot — carrying a small parcel, with 
some articles of dress, under my arm ; a favourite Eng- 15 
lish poet in one pocket, and a small i2mo volume, con- 
taining about nine plays of [Canter's] Euripides, in the 
other. 

It had been my intention originally to proceed to 
Westmoreland, both from the love I bore to that coun- 20 
try, and on other personal accounts. Accident, how- 
ever, gave a different direction to my wanderings, and I 
bent my steps towards North Wales. 

After wandering about for some time in Denbighshire^ 
Merionethshire, and Caernarvonshire, I took lodgings in 25 
a small neat house in B[angor]. Here I might have 
stayed with great comfort for many weeks; for pro- 
visions were cheap at B[angor], from the scarcity of 
other markets for the surplus produce of a wide agri- 
cultural district. An accident, however, in which, per- -^9 
haps, no offence was designed, drove me out to wander 
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again. I know not whether my reader may have re- 
marked, but / have often remarked, that the proudest 
class of people in England (or at any rate, the class 
whose pride is most apparent) are the families of 
5 bishops. Noblemen, and their children, carry about 
with them, in their very titles, a sufficient notification of 
their rank. Nay, their very names (and this applies 
also to the children of many untitled houses) are often, 
to the English ear, adequate exponents of high birth or 

lo descent. Sackville, Manners, Fitzroy, Paulet, Caven- 
dish, and scores of others, tell their own tale. Such 
persons, therefore, find everywhere a due sense of their 
claims already established, except among those who are 
ignorant of the world, by virtue of their awn obscurity : 

15 " Not to know them^ argues one's self unknown." Their 
manners take a suitable tone and colouring; and for 
once they find it necessary to impress a sense of their 
consequence upon others, they meet with a thousand 
occasions for moderating and tempering this sense by 

20 acts of courteous condescension. With the families of 
bishops it is otherwise ; with them it is all up-hill work 
to make known their pretensions ; for the proportion of 
the episcopal bench, taken from noble families, is not at 
any time very large; and the succession of these dig- 

25 nities is so rapid, that the public ear seldom has time to 
become familiar with them, unless where they are con- 
nected with some literary reputation. Hence it is, that 
the children of bishops carry about with them an austere 
and repulsive air, indicative of claims not generally ac- 

30 knowledged, a sort of noli me tangere manner, nervously 
apprehensive of too familiar approach, and shrinking 
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with the sensitiveness of a gouty man, from all contact 
with the 01 iroAAoi. Doubtless, a powerful understand-, 
ing, or unusual goodness of nature, will preserve a man 
from such weakness ; but, in general, the truth of my 
representation will be acknowledged; pride, if not of 5 
deeper root in such families, appears, at least, more 
upon the surface of their manners. This spirit of man- 
ners naturally communicates itself to their domestics and 
other dependants. Now, my landlady had been a lady's 
maid, or a nurse, in the family of the Bishop of [Bangor] ; 10 
.and had but lately married away and " settled" (as such 
people express it) for life. In a little town like B[angor], 
merely to have lived in the bishop's family conferred 
some distinction; and my good landlady had rather 
more than her share of the pride I have noticed on that 15 
score. What " my lord " said, and what " my lord " 
did, how useful he was in parliament, and how indis- 
pensable at Oxford, formed the daily burden of her 
talk. All this I bore very well; for I was too good- 
natured to laugh in anybody's face, and I could make an 20 
ample allowance for the garruHty of an old servant. Of 
necessity, however, I must have appeared in her eyes 
very inadequately impressed with the bishop's impor- 
tance ; and, perhaps, to punish me for my indifference, 
or possibly by accident, she one day repeated to me a 25 
conversation in which I was indirectly a party con- 
cerned. She had been to the palace to pay her re- 
spects to the family; and, dinner being over, was 
summoned into the dining-room. In giving an account 
of her household economy, she happened to mention that 30 
she had let her apartments. Thereupon the good bishop 
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(it seemed) had taken occasion to caution her as to her 
selection of inmates ; " for," said he, " you must recol- 
lect, Betty, that this place is in the high road to the 
Head; so that multitudes of Irish swindlers, running 
5 away from their debts into England — and of English 
swindlers running away from their debts to the Isle of 
Man, are likely to take this place in their route." This 
advice certainly was not without reasonable grounds ; 
but rather fitted to be stored up for Mrs. Betty's private 

lo meditations than specially reported to me. What fol- 
lowed, however, was somewhat worse : — "Oh, my lord,", 
answered my landlady (according to her own represen- 
tation of the matter), " I really don't think this young 
gentleman is a swindler; because " "You don't 

15 f/iink me a swindler ? " said I, interrupting her, in a 
tumult of indignation ; " for the future I shall spare you 
the trouble of thinking about it." And without delay 
I prepared for my departure. Some concessions the 
good woman seemed disposed to make; but a harsh 

20 and contemptuous expression, which I fear that I 
applied to the learned dignitary himself, roused her in- 
dignation in turn ; and reconciliation then became impos- 
sible. I was, indeed, greatly irritated at the bishop's 
having suggested any grounds of suspicion, however 

25 remotely, against a person whom he had never seen ; 
and I thought of letting him know my mind in Greek ; 
which, at the same time that it would furnish some pre- 
sumption that I was no swindler, would also (I hoped) 
compel the bishop to reply in the same language; in 

30 which case, I doubted not to make it appear, that if I 
was not so rich as his lordship, I was a far better Gre- 
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cian. Calmer thoughts, however, drove this boyish de- 
sign out of my mind ; for I considered that the bishop 
was in the right to counsel an old servant ; that he could 
not have designed that his advice should be reported to 
me ; and that the same coarseness of mind which had 5 
led Mrs. Betty to repeat the advice at all, might have 
coloured it in a way more agreeable to her own style of 
thinking, than to the actual expressions of the worthy 
bishop. 

I left the lodgings the very same hour ; and this turned 'o 
out a very unfortunate occurrence for me, because, living 
henceforward at inns, I was drained of my money very 
rapidly. In a fortnight I was reduced to short allow- 
ance ; that is, I could allow myself only one meal a-day. 
From the keen appetite produced by constant exercise «5 
and mountain air, acting on a youthful stomach, I soon 
began to suffer greatly on this slender regimen ; for the 
single meal which I could venture to order was coffee or 
tea. Even this, however, was at length withdrawn ; and 
afterwards, so long as I remained in Wales, I subsisted 20 
either on blackberries, hips, haws, etc., or on the casual 
hospitalities which I now and then received, in return for 
such little services as I had an opportunity of rendering. 
Sometimes I wrote letters of business for cottagers, who 
happened to have relatives in Liverpool or in London ; 25 
more often I wrote love-letters to their sweethearts for 
young women who had lived as servants in Shrewsbury, 
or other towns on the English border. On all such occa- 
sions I gave great satisfaction to my humble friends, and 
was generally treated with hospitality ; and once in par- 3° 
ticular, near the village of Llan-y-styndw (or some such 
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name), in a sequestered part of Merionethshire, I was 
entertained for upwards of three days by a family of 
young people, with an affectionate and fraternal kindness 
that left an impression upon my heart not yet impaired. 
5 The family consisted, at that time, of four sisters and 
three brothers, all grown up, and all remarkable for ele- 
gance and delicacy of manners. So much beauty, and so 
much native good-breeding and refinement, I do not 
remember to have seen before or since in any cottage, 

lo except once or twice in Westmoreland and Devonshh-e. 
They spoke English, an accomphshment not often met 
with in so many members of one family, especially in 
villages remote from the high-road. Here I wrote, on 
my first introduction, a letter about prize-money, for one 

15 of the brothers, who had served on board an English 
nfan-of-war ; and more privately, two love-letters for two 
of the sisters. They were both interesting looking girls, 
and one of uncommon loveliness. In the midst of their 
confusion and blushes, whilst dictating, or rather giving 

20 me general instructions, it did not require any great pene- 
tration to discover that what they wished was that their 
letters should be as kind as was consistent with proper 
maidenly pride. I contrived so to temper my expres- 
sions, as to reconcile the gratification of both feelings ; 

25 and they were as much pleased with the way in which I 
had expressed their thoughts, as (in their simplicity) they 
were astonished at my having so readily discovered them. 
The reception one meets with from the women of a family 
generally determines the tenor of one's whole entertain- 

30 ment. In this case I had discharged my confidential . 
duties as secretary so much to the general satisfaction, 
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perhaps also amusing them with my conversation, that I 
was pressed to stay with a cordiality which I had little 
inclination to resist. I slept with the brothers, the only 
unoccupied bed standing in the apartment of the young 
women ; but in all other points they treated me with a 5 
respect not usually paid to purses as light as mine — as if 
my scholarship were sufficient evidence that I was of 
" gentle blood." Thus I lived with them for three days, 
and great part of a fourth ; and, from the undiminished 
kindness which they continued to show me, I believe 1 10 
might have stayed with them up to this time, if their 
power had corresponded with their wishes. On the last 
morning, however, I perceived upon their countenances, 
as they sat at breakfast, the expression of some un- 
pleasant communication which was at hand; and soon 15 
after one of the brothers explained to me that their parents 
had gone, the day before my arrival, to an annual meet- 
ing of Methodists, held at Caenarvon, and were that day 
expected to return ; " and if they should not be so civil as 
they ought to be," he begged, on the part of all the young 20 
people, that I would not take it amiss. The parents re- 
turned, with churlish faces, and ^^Dym Sassenach '' {no 
English)^ in answer to all my addresses. I saw how matters 
^tood ; and so, taking an affectionate leave of my kind and 
interesting young hosts, I went my way. For, though 25 
they spoke warmly to their parents in my behalf, and often 
excused the manner of the old people, by saying it was 
" only their way," yet I easily understood that my talent 
for writing love-letters would do as little to recommend 
me, with two grave sexagenarian Welsh Methodists, as my 30 
Greek Sapphics or Alcaics; and what had been hospi- 
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tality, when offered to me with the gracious courtesy of 
my young friends, would become charity when connected 
with the harsh demeanour of these old people. Certainly, 
Mr. Shelley is right in his notions about old age ; unless 

5 powerfully counteracted by all sorts of opposite agencies, 
it is a miserable corrupter and blighter to the genial 
charities of the human heart. 

Soon after this I contrived, by means which I must 
omit for want of room, to transfer myself to London. 

10 And now began the latter and fiercer stage of my long- 
sufferings — without using a disproportionate expression, 
I might say of my agony. For I now suffered, for up- 
wards of sixteen weeks, the physical anguish of hunger 
in various degrees of intensity ; but as bitter, perhaps, as 

15 ever any human being can have suffered who has survived 
it. I would not needlessly harass my reader's feelings by 
a detail of all that I endured ; for extremities such as 
these, under any circumstances of heaviest misconduct or 
guilt, cannot be contemplated, even in description, with- 

20 out a rueful pity that is painful to the natural goodness 
of the human heart. Let it suffice, at least on this occa- 
sion, to say, that a few fragments of bread from the 
breakfast-table of one individual (who supposed me to 
be ill, but did not know of my being in utter want), and 

25 these at uncertain intervals, constituted my whole sup- 
port. During the former part of my sufferings (that is, 
generally in Wales, and always for the first two months 
in London) I was houseless, and very seldom slept under 
a roof. To this constant exposure to the open air I 

30 ascribe it mainly that I did not sink under my torments. 
Latterly, however, when colder and more inclement 
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weather came on, and when, from the length of my suf- 
ferings, I had begun to sink into a more languishing con- 
dition, it was, no doubt, fortunate for me, that the same 
person to whose breakfast-table I had access, allowed me 
to sleep in a large unoccupied house, of which he was 5 
tenant. Unoccupied, I call it, for there was no house- 
hold or establishment in it; nor any furniture, indeed, 
except a table and a few chairs. But I found, on taking 
possession of my new quarters, that the house already 
contained one single inmate, a poor friendless child, ap- 10 
parently ten years old; but she seemed hunger-bitten, 
and sufferings of that sort often make children look older 
than they are. From this forlorn child I learned that 
she had slept and lived there alone for some time before 
I came ; and great joy the poor creature expressed when 15 
she found that I was, in future, to be her companion 
through the hours of darkness. The house was large ; 
and, from the want of furniture, the noise of the rats 
made a prodigious echoing on the spacious stair-case 
and hall ; and, amidst the real fleshly ills of cold, and, 1 20 
fear, hunger, the forsaken child had found leisure to suf- 
fer still more (it appeared) from the self-created one 
of ghosts. I promised her protection against all ghosts 
whatsoever ; but, alas ! I could offer her no other assist- 
ance. We lay upon the floor, with a bundle of cursed 25 
law papers for a pillow, but with no other covering than 
a sort of large horseman's cloak; afterwards, however, 
we discovered, in a garret, an old sofa-cover, a small 
piece of rug, and some fragments of other articles, which 
added a little to our warmth. The poor child crept 30 
glose to me for warmth, and for security against her 
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ghostly enemies. When I was not more than usually ill, 
I took her into my arms, so that, in general, she was tol- 
erably warm, and often slept when I could not ; for, dur- 
ing the last two months of my sufferings, I slept much in 
5 day-time, and was apt to fall into transient dozings at all 
hours. But my sleep distressed me more than my watch- 
ing ; for, beside the tumultuousness of my dreams (which 
were only not so awful as those which I shall have to de- 
scribe hereafter as produced by opium), my sleep was 

10 never more than what is called dog-sleep ; so that I could 
hear myself moaning, and was often, as it seemed to me, 
awakened suddenly by my own voice; and, about this 
time, a hideous sensation began to haunt me as soon as 
I fell into a slumber, which has since returned upon me 

15 at different periods of my life — viz., a sort of twitching 
(I know not where, but apparently about the region of 
the stomach), which compelled me violently to throw 
out my feet for the sake of relieving it. This sensation 
coming on as soon as I began to sleep, and the effort to 

20 relieve it constantly awaking me, at length I slept only 
from exhaustion; and from increasing weakness (as I 
said before) I was constantly falling asleep, and con- 
stantly awaking. Meantime, the master of the house 
sometimes came in upon us suddenly, and very early, 

25 sometimes not till ten o'clock, sometimes not at all. He 
was in constant fear of bailiffs ; improving on the plan of 
Cromwell, every night he slept in a different quarter of 
London ; and I observed that he never failed to examine, 
through a private window, the appearance of those who 

30 knocked at the door before he would allow it to be 
opened. He breakfasted alone ; indeed, his tea equipage 
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would hardly have admitted of his hazarding an invitation 
to a second person — any more than the quantity of es- 
culent materiel, which, for the most part, was little more 
than a roll, or a few biscuits, which he had bought on his 
road from the place where he had slept. Or, if he had 5 
asked a party, as I once learnedly and facetiously ob- 
served to him — the several members of it must have 
stood in the relation to each other (not sate in any rela- 
tion whatever) of succession, as the metaphysicians have 
it, and not of a co-existence ; in the relation of the parts 10 
of time, and not of the parts of space. During his break- 
fast I generally contrived a reason for lounging in, and, 
with an air of as much indifference as I could assume, 
took up such fragments as he had left — sometimes, in- 
deed, there were none at all. In doing this I committed 15 
no robbery except upon the man himself, who was thus 
obliged (I believe) now and then to send out at noon for 
an extra biscuit ; for, as to the poor child, she was never 
admitted into his study (if I may give that name to his 
chief depository of parchments, law writings, etc.) ; that 20 
room was to her the Blue-beard room of the house, being 
regularly locked on his departure to dinner, about six 
o'clock, which usually was his final departure for the 
night. Whether this child were an illegitimate daughter 
of Mr. [Brunell], or only a servant, I could not ascertain ; 25 
she did not herself know ; but certainly she was treated 
altogether as a menial servant. No sooner did Mr. 
[Brunell] make his appearance, than she went below 
stairs, brushed his shoes, coat, etc. ; and, except when she 
was summoned to run an errand, she never emerged from 30 
the dismal Tartarus of the kitchen, etc., to the upper air, 
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until my welcome knock at night called up her little 
trembling footsteps to the front door. Of her life during 
the day-time, however, I knew little but what I gathered 
from her own account at night ; for, as soon as the hours 

5 of business commenced, I saw that my absence would be 
acceptable ; and, in general, therefore, I went off and 
sate in the parks, or elsewhere, until nightfall. 

But who, and what, meantime, was the master of the 
house himself ? Reader, he was one of those anomalous 

10 practitioners in lower departments of the law, who — what 
shall I say? — who, on prudential reasons, or from neces- 
sity, deny themselves all indulgence in the luxury of too 
delicate a conscience (a periphrasis which might be 
abridged considerably, but that I leave to the reader's 

15 taste) : in many walks of life a conscience is a more ex- 
pensive encumbrance than a wife or a carriage ) and just 
as people talk of " laying down " their carriages, so I 
suppose my friend Mr. [Brunell] had " laid down " his 
conscience for a time ; meaning, doubtless, to resume it 

20 as soon as he could afford it. The inner economy of 
such a man's daily life would present a most strange 
picture, if I could allow myself to amuse the reader at his 
expense. Even with my limited opportunities for observ- 
ing what went on, I saw many scenes of London intrigues 

25 and complex chicanery, " cycle and epicycle ; orb in 
orb," at which I sometimes smile to this day — and at 
which I smiled then, in spite of my misery. My situa- 
tion, however, at that time, gave me little experience 
in my own person of any qualities in Mr. [Brunell] *s 

30 character but such as did him honour ; and of his whole 
Strange composition, I must forget everything but that 



Digitized by 



Google 



ENGLISH OPIUM-EATER. 39 

towards me he was obliging, and, to the extent of his 
power, generous. 

That power was not, indeed, very extensive ; however, 
in common with the rats> I sat rent-free; and, as Dr. 
Johnson has recorded, that he never but once in his life 5 
had as much wall-fruit as he could eat, so let me be 
grateful that on that single occasion I had as large a 
choice of apartments in a London mansion as I could 
possibly desire. Except the Blue-beard room, which the 
poor child believed to be haunted, all others, from the 10 
attics to the cellars, were at our service ; " the world was 
all before us," and we pitched our tent for the night in 
any spot we chose. This house I have already described 
as a large one ; it stands in a conspicuous situation, and 
in a well-known part of London. Many of my readers 15 
will have passed it, I doubt not, within a few hours of 
reading this. For myself, I never fail to visit it when 
business draws me to London; about ten o*clock, this 
very night, 15th August 1821 — being my birthday — I 
turned aside from my evening walk down Oxford Street, 20 
purposely to take a glance at it ; it is now occupied by a 
respectable family, and, by the lights in the front drawing- 
room, I observed a domestic party, assembled perhaps at 
tea, and apparently cheerful and gay. Marvellous con- 
trast, in my eyes, to the darkness, cold, silence, and 25 
desolation of that same house eighteen years ago, when 
its nightly occupants were one famishing scholar and a 
neglected child — her, by-the-bye, in after years I vainly 
endeavoured to trace. Apart from her situation, she was 
not what would be called an interesting child : she was 30 
neither pretty, nor quick in understanding, nor remark- 
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ably pleasing in manners. But, thank God ! even in 
those years I needed not the embellishments of novel 
accessories to conciliate my affections : plain human 
nature, in its humblest and most homely apparel, was 

5 enough for me, and I loved the child because she was my 
partner in wretchedness. . If she is now living she is 
probably a mother, with children of her own ; but, as I 
have said, I could never trace her. 

This I regret ; but another person there was at that 

10 time whom I have since sought to trace with far deeper 
earnestness, and with far deeper sorrow at my failure. 
This person was a youngs woman, and one of that un- 
happy class who subsist upon the wages of prostitution. 
I feel no shame, nor have any reason to feel it, in avow- 

15 ing that I was then on familiar and friendly terms with 
many women in that unfortunate condition. The reader 
needs neither smile at this avowal, nor frown ; for, not to 
remind my classical readers of the old Latin proverb, 
" Sine Cerere et Baccho^^ etc., it may well be supposed 

20 that in the existing state of my purse, my connection 
with such women could not have been an impure one. 
But the truth is, that at no time of my life have I been a 
person to hold myself polluted by the touch or approach 
of any creature that wore a human shape ; on the con- 

25 trary, from my very earliest youth it has been my pride 
to converse familiarly, more Socratico^ with all human 
beings, man, woman, and child, that chance might fling 
in my way — a practice which is friendly to the know- 
ledge of human nature, to good feelings, and to that 

30 frankness of address which becomes a man who would 
be thought a philosopher ; for a philosopher should not 
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see with the eyes of the poor limitary creature calling 
himself a man of the world, and filled with narrow and 
self-regarding prejudices of birth and education, but 
should look upon himself as a catholic creature, and as 
standing in equal relation to high and low — to educated 5 
and uneducated, to the guilty and the innocent. Being 
myself at that time of necessity a peripatetic, or a walker 
of the streets, I naturally fell in more frequently with 
those female peripatetics who are technically called street- 
walkers. Many of these women had occasionally taken 10 
my part against watchmen who wished to drive me off 
the steps of houses where I was sitting. But one amongst 
them, the one on whose account I have at all introduced 
this subject — yet no ! let me not class thee, Oh noble- 
minded Ann , with that order of women ; let me 15 

find, if it be possible, some gentler name to designate 
the condition of her to whose bounty and compassion, 
ministering to my necessities when all the world had 
forsaken me, I owe it that I am at this time alive. For 
many weeks I had walked at nights with this poor friend- 20 
less girl up and down Oxford Street, or had rested with 
her on steps and under the shelter of porticos. She 
could not be so old as myself; she told me, indeed, that 
she had not completed her sixteenth year. By such 
questions as my interest about her prompted, I had grad- 25 
ually drawn forth her simple history. Hers was a case 
of ordinary occurrence (as I have since had reason to 
think), and one in which, if London beneficence had 
better adapted its arrangements to meet it, the power of 
the law might oftener be interposed to protect and to 30 
avenge. But the stream of London charity flows in a 
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channel which, though deep and mighty, is yet noiseless 
and underground; not obvious or readily accessible to 
poor houseless wanderers ; and it cannot be denied that 
the outside air and frame-work of London society is 
5 harsh, cruel, and repulsive. In any case, however, I 
saw that part of her injuries might easily have been 
redressed ; and I urged her often and earnestly to lay 
her complaint before a magistrate ; friendless as she was, 
I assured her that she would meet with immediate atten- 

lotion; and that English justice, which was no respecter 
of persons, would speedily and amply avenge her on the 
brutal ruffian who had plundered her little property. 
She promised me often that she would, but she delayed 
taking the steps I pointed out from time to time; for 

15 sh^ was timid and dejected to a degree which showed 
how deeply sorrow had taken hold of her young heart ; 
and perhaps she thought justly that the most upright 
judge, and the most righteous tribunals, could do noth- 
ing to repair her heaviest wrongs. Something, however, 

20 would perhaps have been done, for it had been settled 
between us at length, but unhappily on the very last time 
but one that I was ever to see her, that in a day or two 
we should go together before a magistrate, and that I 
should speak on her behalf. This little service it was 

25 destined, however, that I should never realise. Mean- 
time, that which she rendered to me, and which was 
greater than I could ever have repaid her, was this : — 
One night, when we were pacing slowly along Oxford 
Street, and after a day when I had felt more than usually 

30 ill and faint, I requested her to turn off with me into 
Soho Square ; thither we went, and we sate down on the 
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steps of a house, which, to this hour, I never pass with- 
out a pang of grief, and an inner act of homage to the 
spirit of that unhappy giri, in memory of the noble action 
which she there performed. Suddenly, as we sate, I 
grew much worse ; I had been leaning my head against 5 
her bosom, and all at once I sank from her arms and fell 
backwards on the steps. From the sensations I then had 
I felt an inner conviction of the liveliest kind that with- 
out some powerful and reviving stimulus, I should either 
have died on the spot — or should at least have sunk to 10 
a point of exhaustion from which all re-ascent under my 
friendless circumstances would soon have become hope- 
less. Then it was, at this crisis of my fate, that my poor 
orphan companion, who had herself met with little but 
injuries in this world, stretched out a saving hand to me. 15 
Uttering a cry of terror, but without a moment's delay, 
she ran off into Oxford Street, and in less time than 
could be imagined, returned to me with a glass of port 
wine and spices, that acted upon my empty stomach 
(which at that time would have rejected all solid food) 20 
with an instantaneous power of restoration : and for this 
glass the generous girl without a murmur paid out of her 
own humble purse at a time — be it remembered! — 
when she had scarcely wherewithal to purchase the bare 
necessaries of life, and when she could have no reason 25 
to expect that I should ever be able to reimburse her. 
Oh ! youthful benefactress ! how often in succeed- 
ing years, standing in solitary places, and thinking of 
thee with grief of heart and perfect love, how often have 
I wished that, as in ancient times the curse of a father 30 
was believed to have a supernatural power, and to pursue 
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its object with a fatal necessity of self- fulfilment — even 
so the benediction of a heart oppressed with gratitude 
might tiave a like prerogative ; might have power given 
to it from above to chase — to haunt — to way-lay — to 

5 overtake — to pursue thee into the central darkness of a 
London brothel, or (if it were possible) into the dark- 
ness of the grave — there to awaken thee with an au- 
thentic message of peace and forgiveness, and of final 
reconciliation ! 

10 I do not often weep ; for not only do my thoughts on 
subjects connected with the chief interests of man daily, 
nay hourly, descend a thousand fathoms " too deep for 
tears ; " not only does the sternness of my habits of thought 
present an antagonism to the feelings which prompt tears 

15 — wanting of necessity to those who, being protected 
usually by their levity from any tendency to meditative 
sorrow, would by that same levity be made incapable of 
resisting it on any casual access of such feelings ; — but 
also, I believe that all minds which have contemplated 

20 such objects as deeply as I have done, must, for their own 
protection from utter despondency, have early encouraged 
and cherished some tranquillising belief as to the fiiture 
balances and the hieroglyphic meanings of human suffer- 
ings. On these accounts I am cheerful to this hour; 

25 and, as I have said, I do not often weep. Yet some feel- 
ings, though not deeper or more passionate, are more 
tender than others ; and often, when I walk at this time 
in Oxford Street by dreamy lamp-light, and hear those 
airs played on a barrel-organ which years ago solaced me 

30 and my dear companion (as I must always call her), I 
shed tears, and muse with myself at the mysterious dis- 
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pensation which so suddenly and so critically separated 
us for ever. How it happened, the reader will understand 
from what -remains of this introductor)^ narration. 

Soon after the period of the last incident I have re- 
corded, I met, in Albemarle Street, a gentleman of his 5 
late Majesty's household. This gentleman had received 
hospitaUties, on different occasions, from my family, and 
he challenged me upon the strength of my family likeness. 
I did not attempt any disguise ; I answered his questions 
ingenuously — and, on his pledging his word of honour 10 
that he would not betray me to my guardians, I gave him 
an address to my friend the attorney's. The next day I 
received from him a ten-pound bank-note. The letter 
enclosing it was delivered with other letters of business to 
the attorney ; but, though his look and manner informed 15 
me that he suspected its contents, he gave it up to me 
honourably and without demur. 

This present, from the particular service to which it was 
applied, leads me naturally to speak of the purpose which 
had allured me up to London, and which I had been (to 20 
use a forensic word) soliciting from the first day of my 
arrival in London to that of my final departure. 

In so mighty a world as London, it will surprise my 
readers that I should not have found some means of stav- 
ing off the last extremities of penury ; and it will strike 25 
them that two resources at least must have been open to 
me — viz., either to seek assistance from the friends of 
my family, or to turn my youthful talents and attainments 
into some channel of pecuniary emolument. As to the 
first course, I may observe generally, that what I dreaded 30 
beyond all other evils was the chance of being reclaimed 
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by my guardians ; not doubting that whatever power the 
law gave them would have been enforced against me to 
the utmost, that is, to the extremity of forcibly restoring 
me to the school which I had quitted — a restoration 

5 which, as it would in my eyes have been a dishonour, 
even if submitted to voluntarily, could not fail, when ex- 
torted from me in contempt and defiance of my own 
wishes and efforts, to have been a humiHation worse* to 
me than death, and which would indeed have terminated 

10 in death. I was, therefore, shy enough of applying for 
assistance even in those quarters where I was sure of 
receiving it — at the risk of furnishing my guardians with 
any clue of recovering me. But, as to London in particu- 
lar, though, doubtless, my father had in his life-time had 

15 many friends there, yet (as ten years had passed since 
his death) I remembered few of them even by name ; 
and never having seen London before, except once for a 
few hours, I knew not the address of even those few. 
To this mode of gaining help, therefore, in part the diffi- 

20 culty, but much more the paramount fear which I have 
mentioned, habitually indisposed me. In regard to the 
other mode, I now feel half inclined to join my reader in 
wondering that I should have overlooked it. As a cor- 
rector of Greek proofs (if in no other way), I might 

25 doubtless have gained enough for my slender wants. 
Such an office as this I could have discharged with an 
exemplary and punctual accuracy that would soon have 
gained me the confidence of my employers. But it must 
not be forgotten that, even for such an office as this, it 

30 was necessary that I should first of all have an introduc- 
tion to some respectable publisher, and this I had no 
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means of obtaining. To say the truth, however, it had 
never once occurred to me to think of literary labours 
as a source of profit. No mode sufficiently speedy of 
obtaining money had ever occurred to me but that of 
borrowing it on the strength of my future claims and 5 
expectations. This mode I sought by every avenue to 
compass ; and amongst other persons I applied to a Jew 
named D[ell]. 

To this Jew, and to other advertising money-lenders 
(some of whom were, I believe, also Jews), I had intro- 10 
duced myself with an account of my expectations ; which 
account, on examining my father's will at Doctors* Com- 
mons, they had ascertained to be correct. The person 
there mentioned as the second son of [Thomas Quincey] 
was found to have all the claims (or more than all) that is 
I had stated ; but one question still remained, which the 
faces of the Jews pretty significantly suggested — was / 
that person ? This doubt had never occurred to me as a 
possible one ; I had rather feared, whenever my Jewish 
friends scrutinised me keenly, that I might be too well 20 
known to be that person, and that some scheme might 
be passing in their minds for entrapping me and selling 
me to my guardians. It was strange to me to find my own 
^e\{ materialiter considered (so I expressed it, for I doated 
on logical accuracy of distinctions), accused, or at least 25 
suspected, of counterfeiting my own self, formaliter con- 
sidered. However, to satisfy their scruples, I took the 
only course in my power. Whilst I was in Wales, I had 
received various letters from young friends ; these I pro- 
duced, for I carried them constantly in my pocket — 30 
being, indeed^ by this time almost the only relics of my 
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personal encumbrances (excepting the clothes I wore) 
which I had not in one way or other disposed of. Most 
of these letters were from the Earl of [Altamont], who 
was at that time my chief (or rather only) confidential 

5 friend. These letters were dated from Eton. I had 
also some from the Marquess of [Sligo], his father, who, 
though absorbed in agricultural pursuits, yet having been 
an Etonian himself, and as good a scholar as a nobleman 
needs to be, still retained an affection for classical studies, 

10 and for youthful scholars. He had, accordingly, from 
the time that I was fifteen, corresponded with me ; some- 
times upon the great improvements which he had made, 
or was meditating, in the counties of M[ayo] and Sl[igo] 
since I had been there ; sometimes upon the merits of a 

15 Latin poet ; and at other times suggesting subjects to me 
on which he wished me to write verses. 

On reading the letters, one of my Jewish friends agreed 
to furnish me with two or three hundred pounds on my 
personal security — provided I could persuade the young 

20 earl, who was, by-the-way, not older than myself, to guar- 
antee the payment on our coming of age ; the Jew's final 
object being, as I now suppose, not the trifling profit he 
could expect to make by me, but the prospect of estab- 
lishing a connection with my noble friend, whose immense 

25 expectations were well known to him. In pursuance of 
this proposal on the part of the Jew, about eight or nine 
days after I had received the ;£io, I prepared to go down 
to Eton. Nearly j£^ of the money I had given to my 
money-lending friend, on his alleging that the stamps 

30 must be bought, in order that the writings might be pre- 
paring whilst I was away from London. I thought in my 
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heart that he was lying ; but I did not wish to give him 
any excuse for charging his own delays upon me. A 
smaller sum I had given to my friend the attorney (who 
was connected with the money-lenders as their lawyer), 
to which, indeed, he was entitled for his unfurnished 5 
lodgings. About fifteen shillings I had employed in re- 
estabhshing (though in a very humble way) my dress. Of 
the remainder I gave one quarter to Ann, meaning on my 
return to have divided with her whatever might remain. 
These arrangements made, soon after six o'clock, on a 10 
dark winter evening, I set off, accompanied by Ann, 
towards Piccadilly; for it was my intention to go down 
as far as Salt-hill on the Bath or Bristol Mail. Our 
course lay through a part of the town which has now all 
disappeared, so that I can no longer retrace its ancient 15 
boundaries — Swallow Street, I think it was called. Hav- 
ing time enough before us, however, we bore away to the 
left until we came into Golden Square ; there, near the 
comer of Sherrard Street, we sat down ; not wishing to 
part in the tumult and blaze of Piccadilly. I had told 20 
her of my plans some time before ; and I now assured 
her again that she should share in my good fortune, if I 
met with any; and that I would never forsake her, as 
soon as I had power to protect her. This I fully in- 
tended, as much from incHnation as from a sense of duty ; 25 
for, setting aside gratitude, which in any case must have 
made me her debtor for Ufe, I loved her as affectionately 
as if she had been my sister ; and at this moment, with 
seven-fold tenderness, from pity at witnessing her ex- 
treme dejection. I had, apparently, most reason for 30 
dejection, because I was leaving the saviour of my Ufe ; 
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yet I, considering the shock my health had received, was 
cheerful and full of hope. She, on the contrary, who was 
parting with one who had had little means of serving her, 
except by kindness and brotherly treatment, was over- 

5 come by sorrow ; so that, when I kissed her at our final 
farewell, she put her arms about my neck, and wept 
without speaking a word. I hoped to return in a week 
at farthest, and I agreed with her that on the fifth night 
from that, and every night afterwards, she would wait for 

10 me at six o'clock, near the bottom of Great Titchfield 
Street, which had been our customary haven, as it were, 
of rendezvous, to prevent our missing each other in the 
great Mediterranean of Oxford Street. This and other 
measures of precaution I took ; one only I forgot. She 

15 had either n^ver told me, or (as a matter of no great 
interest) I had forgotten, her surname. It is a general 
practice, indeed, with girls of humble rank in her un- 
happy condition, not (as novel-reading women of higher 
pretensions) to style themselves — Miss Douglass^ Miss 

20 Montague, etc., but simply by their Christian names, 
Mary, Jane, Frances, etc. Her surname, as the surest 
means of tracing her hereafter, I ought now to have in- 
quired ; but the truth is, having no reason to think that 
our meeting could, in consequence of a short interrup- 

25 tion, be more difficult or uncertain than it had been for 
so many weeks, I had scarcely for a moment adverted to 
it as necessary, or placed it amongst my memoranda 
against this parting interview; and, my final anxieties 
being spent in comforting her with hopes, and in press- 

3oing upon her the necessity of getting some medicines 
for a violent cough and hoarseness with which she was 
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troubled, I wholly forgot it until it was too late to recall 
her. 

It was past eight o'clock when I reached the Gloucester 
Coffee house ; and, the Bristol Mail being on the point 
of going off, I mounted on the outside. The fine fluent 5 
motion of this Mail soon laid me asleep ; it is somewhat 
remarkable, that the first easy or refreshing sleep which I 
had enjoyed for some months, was on the outside of a 
Mail-coach — a bed which, at this day, I find rather an 
uneasy one. Connected with this sleep was a little inci- 10 
dent which served, as hundreds of others did at that time, 
to convince me how easily a man who has never been in 
any great distress, may pass through life without knowing, 
in his own person at least, anything of the possible 
goodness of the human heart — or, as I must add with a 15 
sigh, of its possible vileness. So thick a curtain of man- 
ners is drawn over the features and expression of men's 
natures, that to the ordinary observer, the two extremi- 
ties, and the infinite field of varieties which lie between 
them, are confounded — the vast and multitudinous com- 20 
pass of their several harmonies reduced to the meagre 
outline of differences expressed in the gamut or alphabet 
of elementary sounds. The case was this : for the first 
four or five miles from London, I annoyed my fellow- 
passenger on the roof by occasionally falling against him 25 
when 'the coach gave a lurch to his side : and indeed, if 
the road had been less smooth and level than it is, I 
should have fallen off from weakness. Of this annoy- 
ance he complained heavily, as perhaps, in the same 
circumstances, most people would ; he expressed his 30 
complaint, however, more morosely than the occasion 
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seemed to warrant; and, if I had parted with him at 
that moment, I should have thought of him (if I had 
considered it worth while to think of him at all) as a 
surly and almost brutal fellow. However, I was con- 
5 scious that I had given him some cause for complaint ; 
and, therefore, I apologised to him, and assured him I 
would do what I could to avoid falling asleep for the 
future ; and, at the same time, in as few words as possi- 
ble, I explained to him that I was ill and in a weak state 

10 from long suffering ; and that I could not afford at that 
time to take an inside place. The man's manner changed 
upon hearing this explanation, in an instant ; and when 
I next awoke for a minute from the noise and lights of 
Hounslow (for in spite of my wishes and efforts I had 

15 fallen asleep again within two minutes from the time I 
had spoken to him) I found that he had put his arm 
round me to protect me from faUing off; and for the 
rest of my journey he behaved to me with the gentleness 
of a woman, so that, at length, I almost lay in his arms ; 

20 and this was the more kind, as he could not have known 
that I was not going the whole way to Bath or Bristol. 
Unfortunately, indeed, I tftd go rather farther than I 
intended ; for so genial and refreshing was my sleep, that 
the next time, after leaving Hounslow, that I fully awoke, 

25 was upon the sudden pulling up of the Mail (possibly at a 
Post-office), and, on inquiry, I found that we had reached 
Maidenhead — six or seven miles, I think, a-head of Salt- 
hill. Here I alighted, and for the half-minute that the 
Mail stopped, I was entreated by my friendly companion 

30 (who from the transient glimpse I had had of him in Pic- 
cadilly, seemed to me to be a gentleman's butler — or 
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person of that rank) to go to bed without delay. This I 
promised, though with no intention of doing so ; and in 
fact, I immediately set forward, or rather backward, on 
foot. It must then have been nearly midnight ; but so 
slowly did I creep along, that I heard a clock in a cottage 5 
strike four before I turned down the lane from Slough to 
Eton. The air and the sleep had both refreshed me; 
but I was weary nevertheless. I remember a thought 
(obvious enough, and which has been prettily expressed 
by a Roman poet) which gave me some consolation at 10 
that moment under my poverty. There had been some 
time before a murder committed on or near Hounslow 
Heath. I think I cannot be mistaken when I say that 
the name of the murdered person was Steele^ and that he 
was the owner of a lavender plantation in that neighbour- 15 
hood. Every step of my progress was bringing me 
nearer %o the Heath : and it naturally occurred to me 
that I and the accused murderer, if he were that night 
abroad, might at every instant be unconsciously approach- 
ing each other through the darkness ; in which case, said 20 
I — supposing I, instead of being (as indeed I am) little 
better than an outcast, — 

" Lord of my learning and no land beside," 

were, like my friend, Lord [Altamont], heir by general 
repute to ;^7o,ooo per annum, what a panic should I be 25 
under at this moment about my throat ! — indeed, it was 
not likely that Lord [Altamont] should ever be in my 
situation. But, nevertheless, the spirit of the remark 
remains true — that vast power and possessions make a 
man shamefully afraid of dying; and I am convinced 30 
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that many of the most intrepid adventurers, who, by fortu- 
nately being poor, enjoy the full use of their natural 
courage, would, if at the very instant of going into action 
news were brought to them that they had unexpectedly 
5 succeeded to an estate in England of ;£5 0,000 a- year, 
feel their dislike to bullets considerably sharpened, and 
their efforts at perfect equanimity and self-possession 
proportionably difficult. So true it is, in the language of 
a wise man whose own experience had made him ac- 
10 quainted with both fortunes, that riches are better fitted — 

" To slacken virtue, and abate her edge, 
Than tempt her to do ought may merit praise." 

— Paradise Regained. 

I dally with my subject because, to myself, the remem- 
brance of these times is profoundly interesting. But my 

15 reader shall not have any further cause to complain, for I 
now hasten to its close. In the road between Slough 
and Eton I fell asleep, and just as the morning began to 
dawn I was awakened by the voice of a man standing 
over me and surveying me. I know not what he was ; 

20 he was an ill-looking fellow — but not therefore of neces- 
sity an ill-meaning fellow, or, if he were, I suppose he 
thought that no person sleeping out-of-doors in winter 
could be worth robbing ; in which conclusion, however, 
as it regarded myself, I beg to assure him, if he should be 

25 among my readers, that he was mistaken. After a shght 
remark he passed on ; and I was not sorry at his disturb- 
ance, as it enabled me to pass through Eton before 
people were generally up. The night had been heavy 
and lowering, but towards the morning it had changed to 
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a slight frost, and the ground and the trees were now 
covered with rime. I slipped through Eton unobserved, 
washed myself, and, as far as possible, adjusted my dress 
at a little pubHc-house in Windsor, and about eight 
o'clock went down towards Pote*s. On my road I met 5 
some junior boys, of whom I made inquiries. An Etonian 
is always a gentleman, and, in spite of my shabby habiU- 
ments, they answered me civilly. My friend Lord [Alta- 
mont] was gone to the University of [Cambridge], 
" Ibi omnis eifusus labor ! " I had, however, other friends 10 
at Eton; but it is not to all who wear that name in 
prosperity that a man is willing to present himself in dis- 
tress. On recollecting myself, however, I asked for the 
Earl of D[esart], to whom (though my acquaintance with 
him was not so intimate as with some others) I should not 15 
have shrunk from presenting myself under any circum- 
stances. He was still at Eton, though I believe on the 
wing for Cambridge. I called, was received kindly, and 
asked to breakfast. 

Here let me stop for a moment to check my reader 20 
from any erroneous conclusions ; because I have had oc- 
casion incidentally to speak of various patrician friends, 
it must not be supposed that I have myself any preten- 
sion to rank and high blood. I thank God that I have 
not. I am the son of a plain English merchant, esteemed 25 
during his life for his great integrity, and strongly attached 
to literary pursuits (indeed, he was himself, anonymously, 
an author). If he had lived, it was expected that he 
would have been very rich, but, dying prematurely, he 
left no more than about ;£30,ooo amongst seven differ- 30 
ent claimants. My mother, I may mention with honour, 
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was still more highly gifted. For, though unpretending 
to the name and honours of a literary woman, I shall 
presume to call her (what many literary women are not) 
an intellectual woman ; and I believe that if ever her 
5 letters should be collected and published, they would be 
thought generally to exhibit as much strong and mascu- 
line sense, delivered in as pure " mother English," racy 
and fresh with idiomatic graces, as any in our language, 
hardly excepting those of Lady M. W. Montague. These 

10 are my honours of descent ; I have no others, and Lhave 
thanked God sincerely that I have not, because, in my 
judgment, a station which raises a man too eminently 
above the level of his fellow-creatures is not the most 
favourable to moral or to intellectual qualities. 

15 Lord D[esart] placed before me a most magnificent 
breakfast. It was really so; but in my eyes it seemed 
trebly magnificent — from being the first regular meal, 
the first "good man's table," that I had sate down to 
for months. Strange to say, however, I could scarce eat 

20 anything. On the day when I first received my ten- 
pound bank-note, I had gone to a baker's shop and 
bought a couple of rolls ; this very shop I had two 
months or six weeks before surveyed with an eagerness 
of desire which it was almost humiliating to me to recol- 

25 lect. I remembered the story about Otway, and feared 
that there might be danger in eating too rapidly. But 
I had no need for alarm, my appetite was quite sunk, 
and I became sick before I had eaten half of what I 
had bought. This effect from eating what approached 

30 to a meal, I continued to feel for weeks ; or, when I did 
not experience any nausea, part of what I ate was re- 
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jected, sometimes with acidity, sometimes immediately, 
and without any acidity. On the present occasion, at 
Lord D[esart]*s table, I found myself not at all better 
than usual; and, in the midst of luxuries, I had no 
appetite. I had, however, unfortunately, at all times a 5 
craving for wine; I explained my situation, therefore, 
to Lord D[esart], and gave him a short account of my 
late sufferings, at which he expressed great compassion, 
and called for wine. This gave me a momentary relief 
and pleasure; and on all occasions when I had an 10 
opportunity, I never failed to drink wine — which I 
worshipped then as I have since worshipped opium. I 
am convinced, however, that this indulgence in wine 
contributed to strengthen my malady; for the tone of 
ray stomach was apparently quite sunk ; and by a better 15 
regimen it might sooner, and perhaps effectually, have 
been revived. I hope that it was not from this love of 
wine that I lingered in the neighbourhood of my Eton 
friends ; I persuaded myself then that it was from re- 
luctance to ask of Lord D[esart], on whom I was con- 20 
scious I had not sufficient claims, the particular service 
in quest of which I had come down to Eton. I was, 
however, unwilling to lose my journey, and — I asked 
it. Lord D[esart], whose good nature was unbounded, 
and which, in regard to myself, had been measured rather 25 
by his compassion perhaps for my condition, and his 
knowledge of my intimacy with some of his relatives, 
than by an over-rigorous inquiry into the extent of my 
own direct claims, faltered, nevertheless, at this request. 
He acknowledged that he did not like to have any 30 
dealings with money-lenders, and feared lest such a 
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transaction might come to the ears of his connexions. 
Moreover, he doubted whether his signature, whose ex- 
pectations were so much more bounded than those of 
[his cousin], would avail with my unchristian friends. 
5 However, he did not wish, as it seemed, to mortify me 
by an absolute refusal; for after a little consideration, 
he promised, under certain conditions which he pointed 
out, to give his security. Lord D[esart] was at this time 
not eighteen years of age ; but I have often doubted, on 

10 recollecting since the good sense and prudence which 
on this occasion he mingled with so much urbanity of 
manner (an urbanity which in him wore the grace of 
youthful sincerity), whether any statesman — the oldest 
and the most accomplished in diplomacy — could have 

15 acquitted himself better under the same circumstances. 
Most people, indeed, cannot be addressed on such a 
business without surveying you with looks as austere 
and unpropitious as those of a Saracen's head. 

Recomforted by this promise, which was not quite 

20 equal to the best, but far above the worst that I had 
pictured to myself as possible, I returned in a Windsor 
coach to London three days after I had quitted it. And 
now I come to the end of my story. The Jews did not 
approve of Lord D[esart]'s terms; whether they would 

25 in the end have acceded to them, and were only seeking 
time for making due inquiries, I know not; but many 
delays were made — time passed on — the small frag- 
ment of my bank-note had just melted away ; and before 
any conclusion could have been put to the business, I 

30 must have relapsed into my former state of wretched- 
ness. Suddenly, however, at this crisis, an opening was 
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made, almost by accident, for reconciliation with my 
friends. I quitted London in haste, for a remote part 
of England; after some time I proceeded to the uni- 
versity, and it was not until many months had passed 
away, that I had it in my power again to revisit the 5 
ground which had become so interesting to me, and to 
this day remains so, as the chief scene of my youthful 
sufferings. 

Meantime, what had become of poor Ann? For her 
I have reserved my concluding words. According to our 10 
agreement, I sought her daily, and waited for her every 
night, so long as I staid in London, at the corner of 
Titchfield Street. I inquired for her of every one who 
was likely to know her ; and, during the last hours of my 
stay in London, I put into activity every means of trac- 15 
ing her that my knowledge of London suggested, and the 
limited extent of my power made possible. The street 
where she had lodged I knew, but not the house ; and I 
remembered at last some account which she had given ' 
me of ill-treatment from her landlord, which made it 20 
probable that she had quitted those lodgings before we 
parted. She had few acquaintance; most people, be- 
sides, thought that the earnestness of my inquiries arose 
from motives which moved their laughter, or their slight 
regard ; and others thinking I was in chase of a girl who 25 
had robbed me of some trifles, were naturally and excus- 
ably indisposed to give me any clue to her, if, indeed, 
they had any to give. Finally, as my despairing resource, 
on the day I left London I put into the hands of the 
only person who (I was sure) must know Ann by sight, 30 
from having been in company with us once or twice, an 
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address to [the Priory] in [Chester-] shire, at that time the 
residence of my family. But, to this hour, I have never 
heard a syllable about her. This, amongst such troubles 
as most men meet with in this life, has been my heaviest 
5 affliction. If she lived, doubtless we must have been 
sometimes in search of each other, at the very same 
moment, through the mighty labyrinths of London ; per- 
haps, even within a few feet of each other — a barrier no 
wider, in a London street, often amounting in the end to 

10 a separation for eternity ! During some years I hoped that 
she did live ; and I suppose that, in the literal and un- 
rhetorical use of the word myriad^ I may say that on 
my different visits to London, I have looked into many, 
many myriads of female faces, in the hope of meeting her. 

15 1 should know her again amongst a thousand, if I saw her 
for a moment; for, though not handsome, she had a 
sweet expression of countenance, and a peculiar and 
graceful carriage of the head. I sought her, I have said, 
in hope. So it was for years; but now I should fear 

20 to see her; and her cough, which grieved me when I 
parted with her, is now my consolation. I now wish to 
see her no longer ; but think of her, more gladly, as one 
long since laid in the grave ; in the grave, I would hope, 
of a Magdalen ; taken away, before injuries and cruelty 

25 had blotted out and transfigured her ingenuous nature, 
or the brutalities of ruffians had completed the ruin they 
had begun. 



So then, Oxford Street, stony-hearted step-mother ! 
thou that listenest to the sighs of orphans, and drinkest 
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the tears of chfldren, at length I was dismissed from 
thee : the time was come at last that I no more should 
pace in anguish thy never-ending terraces ; no more 
should dream, and wake in captivity to the pangs of 
hunger. Successors, too many, to myself and Ann, have, 5 
doubtless, since then trodden in our footsteps — inher- 
itors of our calamities : other orphans than Ann have 
sighed : tears have been shed by other children : and 
thou, Oxford Street, hast since, doubtless, echoed to the 
groans of innumerable hearts. For myself, however, 10 
the storm which I had outlived seemed to have been the 
pledge of a long fair-weather ; the premature sufferings 
which I had paid down, to have been accepted as a 
ransom for many years to come, as a price of long 
immunity from sorrow : and if again I walked in Lon- 15 
don, a solitary and contemplative man (as oftentimes I 
did), I walked for the most part in serenity and peace 
of mind. And, although it is true that the calamities 
of my noviciate in London had struck root so deeply in 
my bodily constitution that afterwards they shot up and 20 
flourished afresh, and grew into a noxious umbrage that 
has overshadowed and darkened my latter years, yet 
these second assaults of suffering were met with a forti- 
tude more confirmed, with the resources of a maturer 
intellect, and with alleviations from sympathising, affec- 25 
tion — how deep and tender ! 

Thus, however, with whatsoever alleviations, years that 
were far asunder were bound together by subtle links of 
suffering derived from a common root. And herein I 
notice an instance of the short-sightedness of humans© 
desires, that oftentimes on moonlight nights, during my 
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first mournful abode in London, my consolation was (if 
such it could be thought) to gaze from Oxford Street 
up every avenue in succession which pierces through the 
heart of Marylebone to the fields and the woods ; for 
5 thaty said I, travelling with my eyes up the long vistas 
which lay part in light and part in shade, " thai is the 
road to the North, and therefore to [Grasmere], and if 
I had the wings of a dove, that way I would fly for com- 
fort." Thus I said, and thus I wished, in my blindness ; 

10 yet, even in that very northern region it was, even in 
that very valley, nay, in that very house to which my 
erroneous wishes pointed, that this second-birth of my 
sufl"erings began; and that they again threatened to 
besiege the citadel of life and hope. There it was, that 

15 for years I was persecuted by visions as ugly, and as 
ghastly phantoms as ever haunted the couch of an 
Orestes : and in this unhappier than he, that sleep, 
which comes to all as a respite and a restoration, and 
to him especially, as a blessed balm for his wounded 

20 heart and his haunted brain, visited me as my bitterest 
scourge. Thus blind was I in my desires ; yet, if a veil 
interposes between the dim-sightedness of man and his 
fiiture calamities, the same veil hides from him their alle- 
viations ; and a grief which had not been feared is met 

25 by consolations which had not been hoped. I, there- 
fore, who participated, as it were, in the troubles of 
Orestes (excepting only in his agitated conscience), 
participated no less in all his supports : my Eumenides, 
like his, were at my bed-feet, and stared in upon me 

30 through the curtains: but, watching by my pillow, or 
defrauding herself of sleep to bear me company through 
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the heavy watches of the night, sate my Electra : for 

thou, beloved M , dear companion of my later years, 

thou wast my Electra ! and neither in nobility of mind 
nor in long-suffering affection, wouldst permit that a 
Grecian sister should excel an EngUsh wife. For thou 5 
thoughtest not much to stoop to humble offices of kind- 
ness, and to servile ministrations of tenderest affection ; 
— to wipe away for years the unwholesome dews upon 
the forehead, or to refresh the lips when parched and 
baked with fever; nor, even when thy own peaceful 10 
slumbers had by long sympathy become infected with 
the spectacle of my dread contest with phantoms and 
shadowy enemies that oftentimes bade me "sleep no 
more ! " — not even then, didst thou utter a complaint 
or any murmur, nor withdraw thy angelic smiles, nor 15 
shrink from thy service of love more than Electra did 
of old. For she too, though she was a Grecian woman, 
and the daughter of the king of men, yet wept some- 
times, and hid her face in her robe. 

But these troubles are past : and thou wilt read these 20 
records of a period so dolorous to us both as the legend 
of some hideous dream that can return no more. Mean- 
time, I am again in London : and again I pace the 
terraces of Oxford Street by night: and oftentimes, 
when I am oppressed by anxieties that demand all my 25 
philosophy and the comfort of thy presence to support, 
and yet remember that I am separated from thee by 
three hundred miles, and the length of three dreary 
months, — I look up the streets that run northwards 
from Oxford Street, upon moonlight nights, and recollect 30 
my youthful ejaculation of anguish ; — and remembering 
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that thou art sitting alone in that same valley, and mis- 
tress of that very house to which my heart turned in its 
blindness nineteen years ago, I think that, though blind 
indeed, and scattered to the winds of late, the prompt- 

5 ings of my heart may yet have had reference to a re- 
moter time, and may be justified if read in another 
meaning: — and, if I could allow myself to descend 
again to the important wishes of childhood, I should 
again say to myself, as I look to the north, " Oh, that 

10 1 had the wings of a dove — " and with how just a con- 
fidence in thy good and gracious nature might I add 
the other half of my early ejaculation — " And that way 
I would fly for comfort." 
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PART II. 

THE PLEASURES OF OPIUM. 

It is very long since I first took opium ; so long that, 
if it had been a trifling incident in my life, I might have 
forgotten its date : but cardinal events are not to be 
forgotten; and, from circumstances connected with it, 
I remember that this inauguration into the use of opium 5 
must be referred to the spring or to the autumn of 1804 ; 
during which seasons I was in London, having come 
thither for the first time since my entrance at Oxford. 
And this event arose in the following way : — From an 
early age I had been accustomed to wash my head in 10 
cold water at least once a-day. Being suddenly seized 
with toothache, I attributed it to some relaxation caused 
by a casual intermission of that practice, jumped out of 
bed, plunged my head into a basin of cold water, and 
with hair thus wetted went to sleep. The next morning, 15 
as I need hardly say, I awoke with excruciating rheu- 
matic pains of the head and face, from which I had 
hardly any respite for about twenty days. On the 
twenty-first day I think it was, and on a Sunday, that 
I went out into the streets ; rather to run away, if pos- 20 
sible, from my torments, than with any distinct purpose 
of relief. By accident, I met a college acquaintance, 
F 65 
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who recommended opium. Opium ! dread agent of 
unimaginable pleasure and pain ! I had heard of it as 
I had heard of manna or of ambrosia, but no further. 
How unmeaning a sound was opium at that time ! what 
5 solemn chords does it now strike upon my heart ! what 
heartquaking vibrations of sad and happy remembrances ! 
Reverting for a moment to these, I feel a mystic impor- 
tance attached to the minutest circumstances connected 
with the place, and the time, and the man (if man he 

10 was), that first laid open to me the paradise of opium- 
eaters. It was a Sunday afternoon, wet and cheerless ; 
and a duller spectacle this earth of ours has not to show 
than a rainy Sunday in London. My road homewards 
lay through Oxford Street ; and near " the stately Pan- 

i5theon" (as Mr. Wordsworth has obligingly called it) I 
saw a druggist's shop. The druggist (unconscious min- 
ister of celestial pleasures !), as if in sympathy with the 
rainy Sunday, looked dull and stupid, just as any mortal 
druggist might be expected to look on a rainy London 

20 Sunday ; and, when I asked for the tincture of opium, 
he gave it to me as any other man might do; and, 
fiirthermore, out of my shilling returned to me what 
seemed to be real copper halfpence, taken out of a real 
wooden drawer. Nevertheless, and notwithstanding all 

25 such indications of humanity, he has ever since figured 
in my mind as a beatific vision of an immortal druggist, 
sent down to earth on a special mission to myself. 
And it confirms me in this way of considering him that, 
when I next came up to London, I sought him near the 

30 stately Pantheon, and found him not ; and thus to me, 
who knew not his name (if, indeed, he had one), he 
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seemed rather to have vanished from Oxford Street than 
to have flitted into any other locality, or (which some 
abominable man suggested) to have absconded from the 
rent. The reader may choose to think of him as, pos- 
sibly, no more than a sublunary druggist ; it may be so, 5 
but my faith is better. I believe him to have evanesced. 
So unwillingly would I connect any mortal remembrances 
with that hour, and place, and creature that first brought 
me acquainted with the celestial drug. 

Arrived at my lodgings, it may be supposed that I lost 10 
not a moment in taking the quantity prescribed. I was 
necessarily ignorant of the whole art and mystery of 
opium-taking; and what I took I took under every dis- 
advantage. But I took it ; and in an hour, O heavens ! 
what a revulsion ! what a resurrection, from its lowest 15 
depths, of the inner spirit ! what an apocalypse of the 
world within me ! That my pains had vanished was now 
a trifle in my eyes; this negative effect was swallowed 
up in the immensity of those positive effects which had 
opened before me, in the abyss of divine enjoyment thus 20 
suddenly revealed. Here was a panacea, a <l>dpfmKov 
vqircvBU for all human woes ; here was the secret of hap- 
piness, about which philosophers had disputed for so 
many ages, at once discovered ; happiness might now be 
bought for a penny, and carried in the waistcoat-pocket ; 25 
portable ecstasies might be corked up in a pint-bottle; 
and peace of mind could be sent down by the mail. 

And, first, one word with respect to its bodily effects ; 
for upon all that has been hitherto written on the subject 
of opium, whether by travellers in Turkey (who may .30 
plead their privilege of lying as an old immemorial right), 
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or by professors of medicine writing ex cathedra, I have 
but one emphatic criticism to pronounce — Nonsense ! I 
remember once, in passing a book-stall, to have caught 
these words from a page of some satiric author — " By 
5 this time I became convinced that the London news- 
papers spoke truth at least twice a- week — viz. on Tues- 
day and Saturday — and might safely be depended upon 
for — the list of bankrupts." In like manner, I do by no 
means deny that some truths have been delivered to the 

10 world in regard to opium : thus, it has been repeatedly 
affirmed by the learned that opium is a tawny brown in 
colour — and this, take notice, I grant ; secondly, that it 
is rather dear — which also I grant, for in my time East 
India opium has been three guineas a-pound, and Turkey 

15 eight ; and, thirdly, that, if you eat a good deal of it, 
most probably you must do what is disagreeable to any 
man of regular habits — viz. die. These weighty proposi- 
tions are, all and singular, true ; I cannot gainsay them ; 
and truth ever was, and will be, commendable. But in 

20 these three theorems I believe we have exhausted the 
stock of knowledge as yet accumulated by man on the 
subject of opium. And therefore, worthy doctors, as 
there seems to be room for further discoveries, stand 
aside, and allow me to come forward and lecture on this 

25 matter. 

First, then, it is not so much affirmed as taken for 
granted by all who ever mention opium, formally or inci- 
dentally, that it does or can produce intoxication. Now, 
reader, assure yourself, meo periculo, that no quantity of 

30 opium ever did, or could, intoxicate. As to the tincture 
of opium (commonly called laudanum), that might cer- 
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tainly intoxicate, if a man could bear to take enough of it ; 
but why ? Because it contains so much proof spirits of 
wine, and not because it contains so much opium. But 
crude opium, I affirm peremptorily, is incapable of pro- 
ducing any state of body at all resembling that which is 5 
produced by alcohol ; and not in degree only incapable, 
but even in )iind ; it is not in the quantity of its effects 
merely, but in the quality, that it differs altogether. The 
pleasure given by wine is always rapidly mounting, and 
tending to a crisis, after which as rapidly it declines ; 10 
that from opium, when once generated, is stationary for 
eight or ten hours : the first, to borrow a technical dis- 
tinction from medicine, is a case of acute, the second of 
chronic, pleasure ; the one is a flickering flame, the other 
a steady and equable glow. But the main distincti9n 15 
lies in this — that, whereas wine disorders the mental 
faculties, opium, on the contrary (if taken in a proper 
manner), introduces amongst them the most exquisite 
order, legislation, and harmony. Wine robs a man of 
his self-possession ; opium sustains and reinforces it. 20 
Wine unsettles the judgment, and gives a preternatural 
brightness and a vivid exaltation to the contempts and 
the admirations, to the loves and the hatreds, of the 
drinker ; opium, on the contrary, comiA-Jiicates serenity 
and equipoise to all the faculties, active or passive ; and, 25 
with respect to the temper and moral feelings in general, 
it gives simply that sort of vital warmth which is approved 
by the judgment, and which would probably always 
accompany a bodily constitution of primeval or antedilu- 
vian health. Thus, for instance, opium, like wine, gives 30 
an expansion to the heart and the benevolent affections ; 
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but, then, with this remarkable difference, that, in the 
sudden development of kindheartedness which accom-^ 
panies inebriation, there is always more or less of a 
maudlin and a transitory character, which exposes it to 
5 the contempt of the bystander. Men shake hands, swear 
eternal friendship, and shed tears — no mortal knows 
why ; and the animal nature is clearly uppermost. But 
the expansion of the benigner feelings incident to opium 
is no febrile access, no fugitive paroxysm ; it is a healthy 

10 restoration to that state which the mind would naturally 
recover upon the removal of any deep-seated irritation 
from pain that had disturbed and quarrelled with the im- 
pulses of a heart originally just and good. True it is 
that even wine up to a certain point, and with certain 

15 men, rather tends to exalt and to steady the intellect ; I 
myself, who have never been a great wine-drinker, used 
to find that half-a-dozen glasses of wine advantageously 
affected the faculties, brightened and intensified the con- 
sciousness, and gave to the mind a feeling of being 

20 " ponderibus librata suis " ; and certainly it is most 
absurdly said, in popular language, of any man, that he is 
disguised in liquor ; for, on the contrary, most men are 
disguised by J<f?^^, and exceedingly disguised ; and it 
is when they i^w.jRnnking that men display themselves in 

25 their true complexion of character ; which surely is not 
disguising themselves. But still, wine constantly leads a 
man to the brink of absurdity and extravagance ; and, 
beyond a certain point, it is sure to volatilise and to dis- 
perse the intellectual energies; whereas opium always 

30 seems to compose what had been agitated, and to concen- 
trate what had been distracted. In short, to sum up all 
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in one word, a man who is inebriated, or tending to inebri- 
ation, is, and feels that he is, in a condition which calls 
up into supremacy the merely human, too often the 
brutal, part of his nature ; but the opium-eater (I speak 
of him simply as such, and assume that he is in a normal 5 
state of health) feels that the diviner part of his nature is 
paramount — that is, the moral affections are in a state 
of cloudless serenity, and high over all the great light of 
the majestic intellect. 

This is the doctrine of the true church on the subject 10 
of opium : of which church I acknowledge myself to be 
the Pope (consequently infallible), and self-appointed 
legate a latere to all degrees of latitude and longitude. 
But then it is to be recollected that I speak from the 
ground of a large and profound personal experience, 15 
whereas most of the unscientific authors who have at all 
treated of opium, and even of those who have written 
professionally on the materia medica, make it evident, by 
the horror they express of it, that their experimental 
knowledge of its action is none at all. I will, however, 20 
candidly acknowledge that I have met with one person 
who bore evidence to its intoxicating power, such as 
staggered my own incredulity ; for he was a surgeon, and 
had himself taken opium largely for a most miserable 
affection (past all hope of cure) seated in one particular 25 
organ. This affection was a subtle inflammation, not 
acute, but chronic ; and with this he fought for more (I 
believe) than twenty years ; fought victoriously, if victory 
it were, to make life supportable for himself, and during 
all that time to maintain in respectability a wife and a 30 
family of children altogether dependent on him. I hap- 
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pened to say to him, that his enemies (as I had heard) 
charged him with talking nonsense on politics, and that 
his friends apologised for him, by suggesting that he was 
constantly in a state of intoxication from opium. Now, 

5 the accusation, said I, is not primd facie an absurd one ; 
but the defence is. To my surprise, however, he insisted 
that both his enemies and his friends were in the right. 
" I will maintain," said he, " that I do talk nonsense ; 
and, secondly, I will maintain that I do not talk nonsense 

10 upon principle, or with any view to profit, but solely and 
simply," said he — " solely and simply — solely and sim- 
ply (repeating it three times over) because I am drunk 
with opium ; and that daily." I replied that, as to the 
allegation of his enemies, as it seemed to be established 

15 upon such respectable testimony, seeing that the three 
parties concerned all agreed so far, it did not become 
me to question it ; but the defence set up I must demur 
to. He proceeded to discuss the matter, and to lay down 
his reasons ; but it seemed to me so impolite to pursue 

20 an argument which must have presumed a man mistaken 
in a point belonging to his own profession, that I did not 
press him, even when his course of argument seemed 
open to objection ; not to mention that a man who talks 
nonsense, even though " with no view to profit," is not 

25 altogether the most agreeable respondent in a dispute. 
I confess, however, that the authority of a surgeon, and 
one who was reputed a good one, may seem a weighty 
one to my prejudice ; but still I must plead my experi- 
ence, which was greater than his greatest by more than 

30 seven thousand drops a-day; and, though it was not 
possible to suppose a medical man unacquainted with 
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the characteristic symptoms of vinous intoxication, yet it 
struck me that he might proceed on a logical error of us- 
ing the word intoxication with too careless a latitude, ex- 
tending it generically to all modes of nervous excitement, 
instead of restricting it to one special quality of pleasur- 5 
able elevation, distinguished by well-known symptoms, 
and connected with tendencies not to be evaded. Two 
of these tendencies I will mention as diagnostic, or char- 
acteristic and inseparable marks of ordinary alcoholic 
intoxication, but which no excess in the use of opium 10 
ever develops. One is the loss of self-command, in rela- 
tion to all one's acts and purposes, which steals gradually 
(though with varying degrees of speed) over all per- 
sons indiscriminately when indulging in wine or distilled 
liquors beyond a certain limit. The tongue and other or- 15 
gans become unmanageable : the intoxicated man speaks 
inarticulately ; and, with regard to certain words, makes 
efforts ludicrously earnest, yet oftentimes unavaiHng, to 
utter them. The eyes are bewildered, and see double ; 
grasping too little, and too much. The hand aims awry. 20 
The legs stumble, and lose their power of concurrent 
action. To this result <?// people tend, though by vary- 
ing rates of acceleration. Secondly, as another charac- 
teristic, it may be noticed that in alcoholic intoxication 
the movement is always along a kind of arch ; the drinker 25 
rises through continual ascents to a summit or apex, from 
which he descends through corresponding steps of de- 
clension. There is a crowning point in the movement 
upwards, which once attained cannot be renewed : and 
it is the blind, unconscious, but always unsuccessful effort 30 
of the obstinate drinker to restore this supreme altitude 
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of enjoyment which tempts him into excesses that be- 
come dangerous. After reaching this acme of genial 
pleasure, it is a mere necessity of the case to sink 
through corresponding stages of collapse. Some people 
5 have maintained, in my hearing, that they had been 
drunk upon green tea ; and a medical student in London, 
for whose knowledge in his profession I have reason to 
feel great respect, assured me, the other day, that a 
patient, in recovering from an illness, had got drunk on 

10 a beef-steak. All turns, in fact, upon a rigorous defini- 
tion of intoxication. 

Having dwelt so much on this first and leading error 
in respect to opium, I shall notice briefly a second and a 
third ; which are, that the elevation of spirits produced 

15 by opium is necessarily followed by a proportionate de- 
pression, and that the natural and even immediate con- 
sequence of opium is torpor and stagnation, animal as 
well as mental. The first of these errors I shall content 
myself with simply denying ; assuring my reader that, for 

20 ten years during which I took opium not regularly but 
intermittingly, the day succeeding to that on which I 
allowed myself this luxury was always a day of unusually 
good spirits. 

With respect to the torpor supposed to follow, or 

25 rather (if we were to credit the numerous pictures of 
Turkish opium-eaters) to accompany, the practice of 
opium-eating, I deny that also. Certainly, opium is 
classed under the head of narcotics, and some such 
effect it may produce in the end ; but the primary 

30 effects of opium are always, and in the highest degree, 
to excite and stimulate the system. This first stage of 



Digitized by 



Google 



ENGLISH OPIUM-EATER. 75 

its action always lasted with me, during my novitiate, 
for upwards of eight hours ; so that it must be the fault 
of the opium-eater himself if he does not so time his 
exhibition of the dose as that the whole weight of its 
narcotic influence may descend upon his sleep. Turkish 5 
opium-eaters, it seems, are absurd enough to sit, like so 
many equestrian statues, on logs of wood as stupid as 
themselves. But, that the reader may judge of the de- 
gree in which opium is likely to stupefy the faculties 
of an Englishman, I shall (by way of treating the ques- 10 
tion illustratively, rather than argumentatively) describe 
the way in which I myself often passed an opium even- 
ing in London during the period between 1804 and 
181 2. It will be seen that at least opium did not move 
me to seek solitude, and much less to seek inactivity, 15 
or the torpid state of self-involution ascribed to the 
Turks. I give this account at the risk of being pro- 
nounced a crazy enthusiast or visionary; but I regard 
that little. I must desire my reader to bear in mind 
that I was a hard student, and at severe studies for all 20 
the rest of my time; and certainly I had a right oc- 
casionally to relaxations as well as other people. 

The late Duke of Norfolk used to say, " Next Monday, 
wind and weather permitting, I purpose to be drunk " ; 
and in like manner I used to fix beforehand how often 25 
within a given time, when, and with what accessory cir- 
cumstances of festal joy, I would commit a debauch 
of opium. This was seldom more than once in three 
weeks; for at that time I could not have ventured to 
call every day (as afterwards I did) for " a glass of lauda- 30 
num negus ^ warm, and without sugar P No ; once in 
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three weeks sufficed ; and the time selected was either 
a Tuesday or a Saturday night; my reason for which 
was this : — Tuesday and Saturday were for many years 
the regular nights of performance at the King's Theatre 

5 (or Opera House) ; and there it was in those times that 
Grassini sang ; and her voice (the richest of contraltos) 
was delightful to me beyond all that I had ever heard. 
Yes ; or have since heard ; or ever shall hear. I know 
not what may be the state of the opera-house now, 

lo having never been within its walls for seven or eight 
years ; but at that time it was by much the most pleas- 
ant place of resort in London for passing an evening. 
Half-a-guinea admitted you to the pit, under the trouble- 
some condition, however, of being en grande tenue. But 

15 to the gallery five shillings admitted you ; and that gal- 
lery was subject to far less annoyance than the pit of 
most theatres. The orchestra was distinguished by its 
sweet and melodious grandeur from all English orches- 
tras ; the composition of which, I confess, is not accept- 

20 able to my ear, from the predominance of the clangorous 
instruments, and in some instances from the tyranny of 
the violin. Thrilling was the pleasure with which almost 
always I heard this angelic Grassini. Shivering with ex- 
pectation I sat, when the time drew near for her golden 

25 epiphany; shivering I rose from my seat, incapable of 
rest, when that heavenly and harp-like voice sang its 
own victorious welcome in its prelusive threttdnelo — 
threttdnelo (Op€TTdv€X(o — OpeTTavcXo}) . The choruses were 
divine to hear; and, when Grassini appeared in some 

30 interlude, as she often did, and poured forth her pas- 
sionate soul as Andromache at the tomb of Hector, &c., 
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I question whether any Turk, of all that ever entered 
the paradise of opium-eaters, can have had half the 
pleasure I had. But, indeed, I honour the barbarians 
too much by supposing them capable of any pleasures 
approaching to the intellectual ones of an Englishman. 5 
For music is an intellectual or a sensual pleasure, accord- 
ing to the temperament of him who hears it. And, by 
the bye, with the exception of the fine extravaganza on 
that subject in " Twelfth Night," I do not recollect more 
than one thing said adequately on the subject of music 10 
in all Hterature. It is a passage in the " Religio Medici " 
of Sir T. Browne, and, though chiefly remarkable for its 
subUmity, has also a philosophic value, inasmuch as it 
points to the true theory of musical effects. The mis- 
take of most people is, to suppose that it is by the ear 15 
they communicate with music, and therefore that they 
are purely passive as to its effects. But this is not so ; 
it is by the reaction of the mind upon the notices of the 
ear (the matter coming by the senses, the form from the 
mind) that the pleasure is constructed ; and therefore 20 
it is that people of equally good ear differ so much in 
this point firom one another. Now opium, by greatly 
increasing the activity of the mind, generally increases, 
of necessity, that particular mode of its activity by which 
we are able to construct out of the raw material of or- 25 
ganic sound an elaborate intellectual pleasure. " But," 
says a friend, " a succession of musical sounds is to me 
like a collection of Arabic characters : I can attach no 
ideas to them." Ideas ! my dear friend ! there is no 
occasion for them ; all that class of ideas which can be 30 
available in such a case has a language of representative 
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feelings. But this is a subject foreign to my present pur- 
poses ; it is sufficient to say that a chorus, &c., of elabo- 
rate harmony displayed before me, as in a piece of 
arras- work, the whole of my past life — not as if recalled 
5 by an act of memory, but as if present and incarnated 
in the music ; no longer painful to dwell upon, but the 
detail of its incidents removed, or blended in some hazy 
abstraction, and its passions exalted, spiritualised, and 
sublimed. All this was to be had for five shillings — 

10 that being the price of admission to the gallery ; or, if 
a man preferred the high-bred society of the pit, even 
this might be had for half-a-guinea ; or, in fact, for half- 
a-crown less, by purchasing beforehand a ticket at the 
music shops. And, over and above the music of the 

15 stage and the orchestra, I had all around me, in the in- 
tervals of the performance, the music of the Italian lan- 
guage talked by Italian women — for the gallery was 
usually crowded with Italians — and I listened with a 
pleasure such as that with which Weld, the traveller, 

20 lay and listened, in Canada, to the sweet laughter of 
Indian women ; for, the less you understand of a lan- 
guage, the more sensible you are to the melody or 
harshness of its sounds. For such a purpose, therefore, 
it was an advantage to me that in those days I was a 

25 poor Italian scholar, reading it but little, and not speak- 
ing it at all, nor understanding a tenth part of what I 
heard spoken. 

These were my opera pleasures ; but another pleasure 
I had, which, as it could be had only on a Saturday 

30 night, occasionally struggled with my love of the opera ; 
for, in those years, Tuesday and Saturday were the regu- 
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lar opera nights. On this subject I am afraid I shall be 
rather obscure, but, I can assure the reader, not at all 
more so than Marinus in his Life of Proclus, or many 
other biographers and autobiographers of fair reputation. 
This pleasure, I have said, was to be had only on a 5 
Saturday night. What, then, was Saturday night to me 
more than any other night ? I had no labours that I 
rested from ; no wages to receive ; what needed I to 
care for Saturday night, more than as it was a summons 
to hear Grassini ? True, most logical reader ; what thou 10 
say est is, and ever will be, unanswerable. And yet so it 
was that, whereas different men throw their feelings into 
different channels, and most men are apt to show their 
interest in the concerns of the poor chiefly by sympathy 
witli their distresses and sorrows, I at that time was dis- 15 
posed to express mine by sympathising with their pleas- 
ures. The pains of poverty I had lately seen too much 
of — more than I wished to remember; but the pleas- 
ures of the poor, their hopes, their consolations of spirit, 
and their restings from toil, can never become oppres- 20 
sive to contemplate. Now, Saturday night is the season 
for the chief regular and periodic return of rest to the 
poor, and to all that live by bodily labour ; in this point 
the most hostile sects unite, and acknowledge a common 
link of brotherhood : almost all Christendom rests from 25 
its labours. It is a rest introductory to another rest, and 
divided by a whole day and two nights from the renewal 
of toil. On this account I feel always on a Saturday 
night as though I also were released from some yoke of 
bondage, had some wages to receive, and some luxury 30 
of repose to enjoy. For the sake, therefore, of witness- 
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ing, upon as large a scale as possible, a spectacle with 
which my sympathy was so entire, I used often, on Sat- 
urday nights, after I had taken opium, to wander forth, 
without much regarding the direction or the distance, to 
5 all the markets, and other parts of London, whither the 
poor resort on a Saturday night for laying out their 
wages. Many a family party, consisting of a man, his 
wife, and sometimes one or two of their children, have 
I listened to, as they stood consulting on their ways and 

lo means, or the strength of their exchequer, or the price 
of household articles. Gradually I became familiar with 
their wishes, their difficulties, and their opinions. Some- 
times there might be heard murmurs of discontent ; but 
far oftener expressions on the countenance, or uttered 

15 in words, of patience, of hope, and of reconciliation * to 
their lot. Generally speaking, the impression left upon 
my mind was that the poor are practically more philo- 
sophic than the rich ; that they show a more ready and 
cheerful submission to what they consider as irremedi- 

20 able evils or irreparable losses. Whenever I saw occa- 
sion, or could do it without appearing to be intrusive, 
I joined their parties, and gave my opinion upon the 
matter in discussion, which, if not always judicious, was 
always received indulgently. If wages were a little 

25 higher, or were expected to be so — if the quartern loaf 
were a little lower, or it was reported that onions and 
butter were falling — I was glad; yet, if the contrary 
were true, I drew from opium some means of consola- 
tion. For opium (like the bee, that extracts its mate- 

30 rials indiscriminately from roses and from the soot of 
chimneys) can overrule all feelings into a compliance 
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with the master-key. Some of these rambles led me 
to great distances ; for an opium-eater is too happy to 
observe the motion of time. And sometimes, in my 
attempts to steer homewards, upon nautical principles, 
by fixing my eye on the pole-star, and seeking ambi- 5 
tiously for a north-west passage, instead of circumnavi- 
gating all the capes and headlands I had doubled in my 
outward voyage, I came suddenly upon such knotty 
problems of alleys, alleys without soundings, such enig- 
matical entries, and such sphinx's riddles of streets with- 10 
out obvious outlets or thoroughfares, as must baffle the 
audacity of porters, and confound the intellects of hack- 
ney coachmen. I could almost have believed, at times, 
that I must be the first discoverer of some of these 
terrcB incognitce, and doubted whether they had yet been 15 
laid down in the modern charts of Lx)ndon. Positively, 
in one line of communication to the south of Holborn 
for foot passengers (known, I doubt not, to many of my 
London readers), the road lay through a man's kitchen ; 
and, as it was a small kitchen, you needed to steer 20 
cautiously, or else you might run foul of the dripping- 
pan. For all this, however, I paid a heavy price in 
distant years, when the human face tyrannised over my 
dreams, and the perplexities of my steps in London 
came back and haunted my sleep with the feeling of 25 
perplexities, moral or intellectual, that brought confusion 
to the reason, that brought anguish and remorse to the 
conscience. 

Thus I have shown, or tried to show, that opium does 
not of necessity produce inactivity or torpor ; but that, 30 
pn the contrary, it often led me into markets and theatres. 

G 
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Yet, in candour, I will admit that markets and theatres 
are not the appropriate haunts of the opium-eater, when 
in the divinest state incident to his enjoyment. In that 
state crowds become an oppression to him ; music, even, 

5 too sensual and gross. He naturally seeks solitude and 
silence, as indispensable conditions of those trances, or 
profoundest reveries, which are the crown and consum- 
mation of what opium can do for human nature. I, 
whose disease it was to meditate too much and to observe 

lo too little, and who, upon my first entrance at college, was 
nearly falling into a deep melancholy, from brooding too 
much on the sufferings which I had witnessed in London, 
was sufiiciently aware of these tendencies in my own 
thoughts to do all I could to counteract them. I was, 

15 indeed, like a person who, according to the old Pagan 
legend, had entered the cave of Trophonius; and the 
remedies I sought were to force myself into society, and 
to keep my understanding in continual activity upon sub- 
tleties of philosophic speculation. But for these remedies, 

20 I should certainly have become hypochondriacally melan- 
choly* In after years, however, when my cheerfulness 
was more fully re-established, I yielded to my natural inr 
clination for a solitary life. At that time I often fell into 
such reveries after taking opium ; and many a time it has 

25 happened to me on a summer night — when I have been 
seated at an open window, from which I could overlook 
the sea at a mile below me, and could at the same time 
command a view of some great town standing on a differ- 
ent radius of my circular prospect, but at nearly the same 

30 distance — that from sunset to sunrise, all through the 
hours of night, I have continued motionless, as if frozen. 
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without consciousness of myself as an object anywise dis- 
tinct from the multiform scene which I contemplated 
from above. Such a scene in all its elements was not 
unfrequently realised for me on the gentle eminence of 
Everton. Obliquely to the left lay the many-languaged 5 
town of Liverpool ; obliquely to the right, the multitudi- 
nous sea. - The scene itself was somewhat typical of what 
took place in • such a reverie. The town of Liverpool 
represented the earth, with its sorrows and its graves left 
behind, yet not out of sight, nor wholly forgotten. The 10 
ocean, in everlasting but gentle agitation, yet brooded 
over by dove-like calm, might not unfitly typify the mind, 
and the mood which then swayed it. For it seemed to 
me as if then first I stood at a distance aloof from the 
uproar of life ; as if the tumult, the fever, and the strife, 15 
were suspended ; a respite were granted firom the secret 
burdens of the heart, — some sabbath of repose, some 
resting from human labours. Here were the hopes which 
blossom in the paths of life, reconciled with the peace 
which is in the grave ; motions of the intellect as un- 20 
wearied as the heavens, yet for all anxieties a halcyon 
calm ; tranquillity that seemed no product of inertia, but 
as if resulting from mighty and equal antagonisms ; infi- 
nite activities, infinite repose. 

O just, subtle, and all-conquering opium ! that, to the 25 
hearts of rich and poor alike, for the wounds that will 
never heal, and for the pangs of grief that " tempt the 
spirit to rebel," bringest an assuaging balm ; — eloquent 
opium ! that with thy potent rhetoric stealest away the 
purposes of wrath, pleadest effectually for relenting pity, 30 
and through one night's heavenly sleep callest back to 
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the guilty man the visions of his infancy, and hands 
washed pure from blood ; — O just and righteous opium ! 
that to the chancery of dreams summonest, for the 
triumphs of despairing innocence, false witnesses, and con- 

5 foundest perjury, and dost reverse the sentences of un- 
righteous judges ; — thou buildest upon the bosom of 
darkness, out of the fantastic imagery of the brain, cities 
and temples, beyond the art of Phidias and Praxiteles, 
beyond the splendours of Babylon and Hekat6mpylos ; 

loand, "from the anarchy of dreaming sleep," callest into 
sunny light the faces of long-buried beauties, and the 
blessed household countenances, cleansed from the " dis- 
honours of the grave." Thou givest these gifts to man ; 
and thou hast the keys of Paradise, O just, subtle, and 

15 mighty opium ! 



Courteous, and I hope indulgent, reader, having accom- 
panied me thus far, now let me request you to move on- 
wards for about eight years; that is to say, from 1804 
(when I said that my acquaintance with opium began) 

20 to 18 1 2. The years of academic life are now over and 
gone — almost forgotten ; the student's cap no longer 
presses my temples ; if my cap exists at all, it presses 
those of some youthful scholar, I trust, as happy as my- 
self, and as passionate a lover of knowledge. My gown is, 

25 by this time, I dare to say, in the same condition with many 
thousands of excellent books in the Bodleian, — viz. dili- 
gently perused by certain studious moths and worms ; or 
departed, however (which is all that I know of its fate), 
to that great reservoir of somewh^rcy to which all the tea- 
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cups, tea-caddies, tea-pots, tea-kettles, &c., have de- 
parted, which occasional resemblances in the present 
generation of tea-cups, &c., remind me of having once 
possessed, but of whose departure and final fate I, in 
common with most gownsmen of either university, could 5 
give but an obscure and conjectural history. The perse- 
cutions of the chapel bell, sounding its unwelcome sum- 
mons to matins, interrupts my slumbers no longer; the 
porter who rang it is dead, and has ceased to disturb 
anybody ; and I, with many others who have suffered 10 
much from his tintinnabulous propensities, have now 
agreed to overlook his errors, and have forgiven hipi. 
Even with the bell I ani now in charity ; it rings, I sup- 
pose, as formerly, thrice a-day, and cruelly annoys, I 
doubt not, many worthy gentlemen, and disturbs their 15 
peace of mind ; but, as to me, in this year 181 2, I regard 
its treacherous voice no longer (treacherous I call it, for, 
by some refinement of malice, it spoke in as sweet and 
silvery tones as if it had been inviting one to a party) ; 
its tones have no longer, indeed, power to reach me, let 20 
the wind sit as favourably as the malice of the bell itself 
could wish ; for I am two hundred and fifty miles away 
from it,' and buried in the depth of mountains. 

And what am I doing amongst the mountains ? Tak- 
ing opium. Yes ; but what else? Why, reader, in 181 2, 25 
the year we are now arrived at, as well as for some years 
previous, I have been chiefly studying German meta- 
physics, in the writings of Kant, Fichte, Schelling, &c. 
And how, and in what manner, do I live ? in short, what 
class or description of men do I belong to ? I am at this 30 
period — viz. in 18x3 — living in a cottage; and with a 
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single female servant {honi soit qui tnal y pense), who, 
amongst my neighbours, passes by the name of my 
" housekeeper." And, as a scholar and a man of learned 
education, I may presume to class myself as an unworthy 
5 member of that indefinite body called gentlemen. Partly 
on the ground I have assigned — partly because, from 
having no visible calling or business, it is rightly judged 
that I must be living on my private fortune — I am so 
classed by my neighbours ; and, by the courtesy of mod- 

loem England, I am usually addressed on letters, &c.. 
Esquire, though having, I fear, in the rigorous construc- 
tion of heralds, antique or antic, dressed like the knaves 
of spades or diamonds, but slender pretensions to that 
distinguished honour ; — yes, in popular estimation, I am 

15 X. Y. Z., Esquire, but not Justice of the Peace, nor Gus- 
tos Rotulorum. Am I married? Not yet. And I still 
take opium ? On Saturday nights. And, perhaps, have 
taken it unblushingly ever since " the rainy Sunday," and 
" the stately Pantheon," and " the beatific druggist " of 

20 1804? Even so. And how do I find my health after 
all this opium-eating? in short, how do I do? Why, 
pretty well, I thank you, reader. In fact, if I dared to 
say the real and simple truth (though, in order td satisfy 
the theories of some medical men, I ought to be ill), I 

25 was never better in my Hfe than in the spring of 1812 ; 
and I hope sincerely that the quantity of claret, port, or 
" London particular Madeira," which, in all probability, 
you, good reader, have taken, and design to take, for 
every term of eight years during your natural life, may as 

30 little disorder your health as mine was disordered by all 
the opium I had taken (though in quantity such that I 
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might well have bathed and swum in it) for the eight 
years between 1804 and 181 2. Hence you may see 
again the danger of taking any medical advice from 
" Anastasius " ; in divinity, for anything I know, he may 
be a safe counsellor, but not in medicine. No ; it is far 5 
better to consult Dr. Buchan, as I did ; for I never for- 
got that worthy man's excellent suggestion, and I was 
"particularly careful not to take above five-and- twenty 
ounces of laudanum." To this moderation and temperate 
use of the article I may ascribe it, I suppose, that as yet 10 
at least (that is, in 181 2) 1 am ignorant and unsuspicious 
of the avenging terrors which opium has in store for those 
who abuse its long-suffering. At the same time, as yet 
I had been only a dilettante eater of opium ; even eight 
years* practice, with the single precaution of allowing 15 
sufficient intervals between every indulgence, has not 
been sufficient to make opium necessary to me as an 
article of daily diet. 

But now comes a different era. Move on, then, if you 
please, reader, to 1813. In the summer of the year we 20 
have just quitted I had suffered much in bodily health 
from distress of mind connected with a melancholy event. 
This event, being nowise related to the subject now before 
me, further than through the bodily illness which it pro- 
duced, I need not more particularly notice. Whether 25 
this illness of 181 2 had any share in that of 1813, I know 
not ; but so it was that, in the latter year, I was attacked 
by a most appalling irritation of the stomach, in all re- 
spects the same as that which had caused me so much 
suffering in youth, and accompanied by a revival of all 30 
the old dreams. Now, then, it was — viz. in the year 
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1 8 13 — that I became a regular and confirmed (no longer 
an intermitting) opium-eater. And here I find myself in 
a perplexing dilemma. Either, on the one hand, I must 
exhaust the reader's patience by such a detail of my 

5 malady, and of my struggles with it, as might sufiice to 
estabUsh the fact of my inability to wrestle any longer 
with irritation and constant suffering; or, on the other 
hand, by passing lightly over this critical part of my story, 
I must forgo the benefit of a stronger impression left on 

10 the mind of the reader, and must lay myself open to the 
misconstruction of having slipped, by the easy and grad- 
ual steps of self-indulging persons, fi:om the first to the 
final stage of opium-eating (a misconstruction to which 
there will be a lurking predisposition in most readers from 

15 my previous acknowledgments) . This is the dilemma, 
the first horn of which is not to be thought of. It re- 
mains, then, that I postulate so much as is necessary for 
my purpose. And let me take as full credit for this as if 
I had demonstrated it, good reader, at the expense of 

20 your patience and my own. Be not so ungenerous as to 
let me suffer in your good opinion through my own for- 
bearance arid regard for your comfort. No ; beUeve all 
that I ask of you — viz. that I could resist no longer — 
beUeve it hberally, and as an act of grace, or else in mere 

25 prudence ; for, if not, then in my next edition I will make 
you beheve and tremble ; and, a force cPennuyer, by mere 
dint of pandiculation, vulgarly called yawning, I will ter- 
rify all readers of mine from ever again questioning any 
postulate that I shall think fit to make. 

30 This, then, let me repeat: I postulate that, at the 
time I began to take opium daily, I could not have 
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done otherwise. Whether, indeed, afterwards I might 
not have succeeded in breaking ofif the habit, even when 
it seemed to me that all efforts would be unavailing, and 
whether many of the innumerable efforts which I did 
make might not have been carried much further, and 5 
my gradual re-conquests of lost ground might not have 
been followed up much more energetically — these are 
questions which I must decline. Perhaps I might make 
out a case of paUiation, but (shall t speak ingenuously?) 
I confess it, as a besetting infirmity of .mine, that I am 10 
too much of an Eudaemonist ; I hanker too much after 
a state of happiness, both for myself and others ; I can- 
not face misery, whether my own or not, with an eye of 
sufficient firmness, and am little capable of encountering 
present pain for the sake of any reversionary benefit. 15 
On some other matters, I can agree with the gentleman 
of The Porch at Manchester in affecting the Stoic phi- 
losophy \ but not in this. Here I take the liberty of an 
Eclectic philosopher, and I look out for some courteous 
and considerate sect that will condescend more to the 20 
infirm condition of an opium-eater, — that are pleasant 
men and courteous, such as Chaucer describes, to hear 
confession or to give absolution, and will show some 
conscience in the penances they inflict, or the efforts of 
abstinence they exact from poor sinners Hke myself. An 25 
inhuman moralist I can no more endure, in my nervous 
state, than opium that has not been boiled. At any rate, 
he who summons me to send out a large freight of self- 
denial and mortification upon any cruising voyage of 
moral improvement must make it clear to my under- 30 
standing that the concern is a hopeful one. At my time 
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of life (six-and-thirty years of age), it cannot be sup- 
posed that I have much energy to spare ; in fact, I find 
it all little enough for the intellectual labours I have on 
my hands ; and, therefore, let no man expect to frighten 
5 me, by a few hard words, into embarking any part of it 
upon desperate adventures of morality. 

Desperate or not, however, the issue of the struggle in 
1 8 13 was what I have mentioned; and from this date 
the reader is to consider me as a regular and confirmed 

10 opium-eater, of whom to ask whether on any particular 
day he had or had not taken opium would be to ask 
whether his lungs had performed respiration, or the heart 
fulfilled its functions. Now, then, reader, you under- 
stand what I am ; and you are by this time aware that 

15 no old gentleman, " with a snow-white beard," will have 
any chance of persuading me (like Anastasius) to sur- 
render "the little golden receptacle of the pernicious 
drug." No; I give notice to all, whether moralists or 
surgeons, that, whatever be their pretensions and skill 

20 in their respective lines of practice, they must not hope 
for any countenance from me, if they think to begin by 
any savage proposition for a Lent or Ramadan of absti- 
nence from opium. This being fully understood between 
us, we shall in future sail before the wind. Now, then, 

25 reader, from the year 181 3, where all this time we have 
been sitting down and loitering, rise up, if you please ; 
walk forward about three years more ; draw up the cur- 
tain, and you shall see me in a new character. 

If any man, poor or rich, were to say that he would 

30 tell us what had been the happiest day in his life, and 
the why and the wherefore, I suppose that we should all 
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cry out, Hear him ! hear him ! As to the happiest day, 
that must be very difficult for any wise man to assign ; 
because any event that could occupy so distinguished a 
place in a man's retrospect of life, or be entitled to have 
shed a special, separate, and supreme felicity on any one 5 
day, ought to be of such an enduring character as that 
(accidents apart) it should have continued to shed the 
same felicity, or one not distinguishably less, on very 
many years together. To the happiest lustrum^ however, 
or even to the happiest year, a man may perhaps allow- 10 
ably point without discountenance from wisdom. This 
year, in my case, reader, was the one which we have now 
reached ; though it stood, I confess, as a parenthesis 
between years of a gloomier character. It was a year of 
brilliant water (to speak after the manner of jewellers), 15 
set, as it were, and insulated, in the gloomy umbrage of 
opium. Strange as it may sound, I had a little before 
this time descended suddenly, and without any consider- 
able effort, from three hundred and twenty grains of 
opium (that is, eight thousand drops of laudanum) per 20 
day, to forty grains, or one-eighth part. Instantaneously, 
and as if by magic, the cloud of profoundest melancholy 
which rested upon my brain, like some black vapours 
that I have seen roll away from the summit of a moun- 
tain, drew off in one week ; passed away with its murky 25 
banners as simultaneously as a ship that has been stranded, 
and is floated off by a spring-tide, 

"That moveth altogether, if it move at all." 

Now, then, I was again happy : I now took only one 
thousand drops of laudanum per day — and what was 30 
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that ? A latter spring had come to close up the season 
of youth. My brain performed its functions as healthily 
as ever before. I read Kant again ; and again I under- 
stood him, or fancied that I did. Again my feelings of 
5 pleasure expanded themselves to all around me ; and, if 
any man from Oxford or Cambridge, or from neither, had 
been announced to me in my unpretending cottage, I 
should have welcomed him with as sumptuous a recep- 
tion as so poor a man could offer. Whatever else might 

10 be wanting to a wise man's happiness, of laudanum I 
would have given him as much as he wished, and in a 
silver-gilt, if not golden, cup. And, by the way, now 
that I speak of giving laudanum away, I remember about 
this time a little incident, which I mention because, trifling 

15 as it was, the reader will soon meet it again in my dreams, 
which it influenced more fearfully than could be imagined. 
One day a Malay knocked at my door. What business 
a Malay could have to transact amongst the recesses of 
English mountains is not my business to conjecture ; but 

20 possibly he was on his road to a seaport — viz., White- 
haven, Workington, &c. — about forty miles distant. 

The servant who opened the door to him was a young 
girl, born and bred amongst the mountains, who had 
never seen an Asiatic dress of any sort : his turban, there- 

25 fore, confounded her not a little ; and, as it turned out 
that his knowledge of English was exactly commensurate 
with hers of Malay, there seemed to be an impassable gulf 
fixed between all communication of ideas, if either party 
had happened to possess any. In this dilemma, the girl, 

30 recollecting the reputed learning of her master (and, 
doubtless, giving me credit for a knowledge of all the 
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languages of the earth, besides, perhaps, a few of the 
lunar ones), came and gave me to understand that there 
was a sort of demon below, whom she clearly imagined 
that my art could exorcise from the house. The group 
which presented itself, arranged as it was by accident, 5 
though not very elaborate, took hold of my fancy and 
my eye more powerfully than any of the statuesque 
attitudes or groups exhibited in the ballets at the opera- 
house, though so ostentatiously complex. In a cottage 
kitchen, but not looking so much like that as a rustic hall 10 
of entrance, being panelled on the wall with dark wood, 
that from age and rubbing resembled oak, stood the 
Malay, his turban and loose trousers of dingy white 
relieved upon the dark panelling; he had placed him- 
self nearer to the girl than she seemed to relish, though 15 
her native spirit of mountain intrepidity contended with 
the feeling of simple awe which her countenance ex- 
pressed as she gazed upon the tiger-cat before her. A 
more striking picture there could not be imagined than 
the beautiful English face of the girl, and its exquisite 20 
bloom, together with her erect and independent attitude, 
contrasted with the sallow and bilious skin of the Malay, 
veneered with mahogany tints by climate and marine air, 
his small, fierce, restless eyes, thin lips, slavish gestures 
and adorations. Half-hidden by the ferocious-looking 25 
Malay, was a little child from a neighbouring cottage, 
who had crept in after him, and was now in the act 
of reverting its head and gazing upwards at the turban 
and the fiery eyes beneath it, whilst with one hand he' 
caught at the dress of the lovely girl for protection. 30 

My knowledge of the oriental tongues is not remarkably 
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extensive, being, indeed, confined to two words — the 
Arabic word for barley, and the Turkish for opium 
(ma £^'oon) , which I have learned from " Anastasius." 
And, as I had neither a Malay dictionary, nor even 
sAdelung's " Mithridates," which might have helped me 
to a few words, I addressed him in some lines from the 
" Iliad " ; considering that, of such languages as I pos- 
sessed, the Greek, in point of longitude, came geographi- 
cally nearest to an oriental one. He worshipped me in 

10 a devout manner, and repUed in what I suppose to have 
been Malay. In this way I saved my reputation as a 
linguist with my neighbours; for the Malay had no 
means of betraying the secret. He lay down upon the 
floor for about an hour, and then pursued his journey. 

15 On his departure I presented him, tn/er alia, with a piece 
of opium. To him, as a native of the East, I could have 
no doubt that opium was not less familiar than his daily 
bread ; and the expression of his face convinced me that 
it was. Nevertheless, I was struck with some little con- 

20 sternation when I saw him suddenly raise his hand to his 
mouth, and bolt the whole, divided into three pieces, at 
one mouthful. The quantity was enough to kill some 
half-dozen dragoons, together with their horses, supposing 
neither bipeds nor quadrupeds to be regularly trained 

25 opium-eaters. I felt some alarm for the poor creature ; 

but what could be done ? I had given him the opium in 

pure compassion for his solitary life, since, if he had travelled 

, on foot from London, it must be nearly three weeks since 

he could have exchanged a thought with any human being. 

30 Ought I to have violated the laws of hospitality by having 
him seized and drenched with an emetic, thus frightening 
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him into a notion that we were going to sacrifice him to 
some Enghsh idol ? No : there was clearly no help for 
it. The mischief, if any, was done. He took his leave, 
and for some days I felt anxious ; but, as I never heard 
of any Malay, or of any man in a turban, being found 5 
dead on any part of the very slenderly peopled road 
between Grasmere and Whitehaven, I became satisfied 
that he was familiar with opium, and that I must doubt- 
less have done him the service I designed, by giving him 
one night of respite from the pains of wandering. 10 

This incident I have digressed to mention, because 
this Malay (partly from the picturesque exhibition he 
assisted to frame, partly from the anxiety I connected 
with his image for some days) fastened afterwards upon 
my fancy, and through that upon my dreams, bringing 15 
with him other Malays worse than himself, that ran " a- 
muck" at me, and led me into a world of nocturnal 
troubles. But, to quit this episode, and to return to my 
intercalary year of happiness. I have already said that, 
on a subject so important to us all as happiness, we 20 
should listen with pleasure to any man's . experience or 
experiments, even though he were but a ploughboy, who 
cannot be supposed to have ploughed very deep in 
such an intractable soil as that of human pains and 
pleasures, or to have conducted his researches upon any 25 
very enlightened principles. But I, who have taken 
happiness, both in a solid and a liquid shape, both boiled 
and unboiled, both East Indian and Turkish — who have 
conducted my experiments upon this interesting subject 
with a sort of galvanic battery, and have, for the general 30 
benefit of the world, inoculated myself, as it were, with 
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the poison of eight thousand drops of laudanum per day 
(and for the same reason as a French surgeon inoculated 
himself lately with a cancer, an English one twenty years 
ago with plague, and a third, who was also English, with 
5 hydrophobia) , I, it will be admitted, must surely now 
know what happiness is, if anybody does. And therefore 
I will here lay down an analysis of happiness ; and, as the 
most interesting mode of communicating it, I will give jt, 
not didactically, but wrapped up and involved in a pict- 

lo ure of one evening, as I spent every evening during the 
intercalary year when laudanum, though taken daily, was 
to me no more than the elixir of pleasure. 

Let there be a cottage, standing in a valley, eighteen 
miles from any town ; no spacious valley, but about two 

15 miles long by three-quarters-of-a-mile in average width, — 
the benefit of which provision is that all the families resi- 
dent within its circuit will compose, as it were, one larger 
household, personally familiar to your eye, and more or 
less interesting to your affections. Let the mountains be 

20 real mountains, between three and four thousand feet 
high, and the cottage a real cottage, not (as a witty 
author has it) " a cottage with a double coach-house '' ; 
let it be, in fact (for I must abide by the actual scene), 
a white cottage, embowered with flowering shrubs, so 

25 chosen as to unfold a succession of flowers upon the 
walls, and clustering around the windows, through all the 
months of spring, summer, and autumn ; beginning, in 
fact, with May roses, and ending with jasmine. Let it, 
however, not be spring, nor summer, nor autumn; but 

30 winter, in its sternest shape. This is a most important 
point in the science of happiness. And I am surprised 
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to see people .overlook it, as if it were actually matter of 
congratulation that winter is going, or, if coming, is not 
likely to be a severe one. On the contrary, I put up a 
petition, annually, for as much snow, hail, frost, or storm 
of one kind or other, as the skies can possibly afford. 5 
Surely everybody is aware of the divine pleasures which 
attend a winter fireside — candles at four o'clock, warm 
hearth-rugs, tea, a fair tea-maker, shutters closed, curtains 
flowing in ample draperies on the floor, whilst the wind 
and rain are raging audibly without, 10 

** And at the doors and windows seem to call, 
As heaven and earth they would together mell ; 
Yet the least entrance find they none at all ; 
Whence sweeter grows our rest secure in massy hall." 

— Castle of Indolence. 

All these are items in the description of a winter even- 15 
ing which must surely be familiar to everybody born in a 
high latitude. And it is evident that most of these deli- 
cacies cannot be ripened without weather stormy or in- 
clement in some way or other. I am not ''particular " 
whether it be snow, or black frost, or wind so strong that 20 
(as Mr. Anti-slavery Clarkson says) " you may lean your 
back against it like a post." I can put up even with rain, 
provided that it rains cats and dogs, or, as sailors say, 
" great guns and marline-spikes"; but something of the 
sort I must have ; and, if I have it not, I think myself in 25 
a manner ill-used : for why am I called on to pay so 
heavily for winter in coals, candles, &c., if I am not to 
have the article good of its kind ? No : a Canadian win- 
ter for my money, or a Russian one, where every man is 
but a co-proprietor with the north wind in the fee-simple 30 

H 
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of his own ears. Indeed, so great an epicure am I in 
this matter that I cannot relish a winter night fully if it 
be much past St. Thomas's Day, and have degenerated 
into disgusting tendencies towards vernal indications : in 
5 fact, it must be divided by a thick wall of dark nights 
from all return of light and sunshine. Start, therefore, 
at the first week of November: thence to the end of 
January, Christmas Eve being the meridian line, you may 
compute the period when happiness is in season, — 

10 which, in my judgment, enters the room with the tea- 
tray. For tea, though ridiculed by those who are natu- 
rally coarse in their nervous sensibilities, or are become 
so from wine-drinking, and are not susceptible of influ- 
ence from so refined a stimulant, will always be the 

15 favourite beverage of the intellectual ; and, for my part, I 
would have joined Dr. Johnson in a bellum internecinum 
against Jonas Hanway, or any other impious person who 
should have presumed to disparage it. But here, to save 
myself the trouble of too much verbal description, I will 

20 introduce a painter, and give him directions for the rest 
of the picture. Painters do not like white cottages, un- 
less a good deal weather-stained ; but, as the reader now 
understands that it is a winter night, his services will not 
be required except for the inside of the house. 

25 Paint me, then, a room seventeen feet by twelve, and 
not more than seven and a-half feet high. This, reader, 
is somewhat ambitiously styled, in my family, the draw- 
ing-room ; but, being contrived " a double debt to pay," 
it is also, and more justly, termed the library ; for it hap- 

30 pens that books are the only article of property in which 
I am richer than my neighbours. Of these I have about 
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five thousand, collected gradually since my eighteenth 
year. Therefore, painter, put as many as you can into 
this room. Make it populous with books ; and, further- 
more, paint me a good fire; and furniture plain and 
modest, befitting the unpretending cottage of a scholar. 5 
And near the fire paint me a tea-table; and (as it is 
clear that no creature can come to see one on such a 
stormy night) place only two cups and saucers on the 
tea-tray ; and, if you know how to paint such a thing, 
symbolically or otherwise, paint me an eternal tea-pot — 10 
eternal a parte ante, and a parte post; for I usually drink 
tea from eight o'clock at night to four in the morning. 
And, as it is very unpleasant to make tea, or to pour it 
out for one's-self, paint me a lovely young woman sitting 
at the table. Paint her arms Uke Aurora's, and her 15 

smiles like Hebe's ; but no, dear M ! not even in 

jest let me insinuate that thy power to illuminate my cot- 
tage rests upon a tenure so perishable as mere personal 
beauty, or that the witchcraft of angelic smiles lies within 
the empire of any earthly pencil. Pass, then, my good 20 
painter, to something more within its power ; and the 
next article brought forward should naturally be myself — 
a picture of the Opium-eater, with his " little golden re- 
ceptacle of the pernicious drug " lying beside him on the 
table. As to the opium, I have no objection to see a pict- 25 
ure of that; yon may paint it, if you choose ; but I apprise 
you that no "little " receptacle would, even in 1816, an- 
swer my purpose, who was at a distance from the " stately 
Pantheon " and all druggists (mortal or otherwise). No : 
you may as well paint the real receptacle, which was not 30 
of gold, but of glass, and as much Hke a sublunary win?- 
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decanter as possible. In fact, one day, by a series of 
happily-conceived experiments, I discovered that it was 
a decanter. Into this you may put a quart of ruby- 
coloured laudanum ; that, and a book of German meta- 

5 physics placed by its side, will sufficiently attest my being 
in the neighbourhood ; but, as to myself, there I demur. 
I admit that, naturally, I ought to occupy the foreground 
of the picture ; that, being the hero of the piece, or (if 
you choose) the criminal at the bar, my body should be 

10 had into court. This seems reasonable ; but why should 
I confess on this point to a painter ? or why confess it at 
all? If the public (into whose private ear I am confi- 
dentially whispering my Confessions, and not into any 
painter's) should chance to have framed some agreeable 

15 picture for itself of the Opium-eater's exterior — should 
have ascribed to him, romantically, an elegant person or 
a handsome face — why should I barbarously tear fi-om it 
so pleasing a delusion? — pleasing both to the public and 
to me. No : paint me, if at all, according to your own 

20 fancy ; and, since a painter's fancy should teem with beau- 
tiful creations, I cannot fail, in that way, to be a gainer. 

And now, reader, we have run through all the ten cate- 
gories of my condition, as it stood about 1 816-17, up to 
the middle of which latter year I judge myself to have 

25 been a happy man ; and the elements of that happiness 
I have endeavoured to place before you, in the above 
sketch of the interior of a scholar's library, in a cottage 
among the mountains, on a stormy winter evening, rain 
driving vindictively and with malice aforethought against 

30 the windows, and darkness such that you cannot see your 
own hand when held up against the sky. 
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But now farewell, a long farewell, to happiness, winter 
or summer ! farewell to smiles and laughter ! farewell to 
peace of mind, to tranquil dreams, and to the blessed 
consolations of sleep ! For more than three years and 
a-half I am summoned away from these. Here opens 
upon me an Iliad of woes : for I now enter upon 
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PART III. 

THE PAINS OF OPIUM. 

" As when some great painter dips 
His pencil in the gloom of earthquake and eclipse." 

— Shelley's Revolt of Islam. 

Reader, who have thus far accompanied me, I must 
request your attention, before we go farther, to a few 
5 explanatory notes. 

I. You are already aware, I hope — else you must 
have a low opinion of my logic — that the opium miser- 
ies, which are now on the point of pressing forward to 
the front of this narrative, connect themselves with my 

lo early hardships in London (and therefore more remotely 
with those in Wales) by natural links of affiliation — that 
is, the early series of sufferings was the parent of the 
latter. Otherwise, these Confessions would break up 
into two disconnected sections : first, a record of boyish 

15 calamities ; secondly, a record (totally independent) of 
sufferings consequent upon excesses in opium. And the 
two sections would have no link whatever to connect 
them, except the slight one of having both happened to 
the same person. But a little attention will show the 

20 strictness of the inter-connexion. The boyish sufferings. 
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whether in Wales or London, pressing upon an organ 
peculiarly weak in my bodily system — viz. the stomach 
— caused that subsequent distress and irritability of the 
stomach which drove me to the use of opium as the sole 
remedy potent enough to control it. Here already there 5 
is exposed a sufficient causal connexion between the two 
several sections of my experience. The opium would 
probably never have been promoted into the dignity of 
a daily and a life-long resource, had it not proved itself 
to be the one sole agent equal to the task of tranquillis- 10 
ing the miseries left behind by the youthful privations. 
Thus far the nexus ^ as between cause and effect, is suffi- 
ciently established between the one experience and the 
other — between the boyish records and the records of 
mature life. There needed no other nexus to justify the 15 
unity of the entire Confessions. But, though not wanted, 
nevertheless it happens that there is another and a dis- 
tinct link connecting the two separate records. The 
main phenomenon by which opium expressed itself per- 
manently, and the sole phenomenon that was communica- 20 
ble, lay in the dreams (and in the peculiar dream-scenery) 
which followed the opium excesses. But naturally these 
dreams, and this dream-scenery, drew their outlines and 
materials — their great lights and shadows — from those 
profound revelations which had been ploughed so deeply 25 
into the heart, from those encaustic records which in the 
mighty furnaces of London life had been burned into 
the undying memory by the fierce action of misery. 
And thus in reality the early experiences of erring child- 
hood not only led to the secondary experiences of opium, 30 
but also determined the particular form and pressure of 
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the chief phenomena in those secondary experiences. 
Here is the briefest possible abstract of the total case : — 
The final object of the whole record lay in the dreams. 
For the sake of those the entire narrative arose. But 

5 what caused the dreams ? Opium used in unexampled 
excess. But what caused this excess in the use of 
opium? Simply the early sufferings: these, and these 
only, through the derangements which they left behind 
in the animal economy. On this mode of viewing the 

10 case, moving regressively from the end to the beginning, 
it will be seen that there is one uninterrupted bond of 
unity running through the entire succession of experi- 
ences, first and last: the dreams were an inheritance 
from the opium ; the opium was an inheritance from 

15 the boyish follies. 

II. You will think, perhaps, that I am too confidential 
and communicative of my own private history. It may 
be so. But my way of writing is rather to think aloud, 
and follow my own humours, than much to inquire who 

20 is listening to me ; for, if once I stop to consider what is 
proper to be saM, I shall soon come to doubt whether 
any part at all is proper. The fact is, I imagine myself 
writing at a distance of twenty — thirty — fifty years 
ahead of this present moment, either for the satisfaction 

25 of the few who may then retain any interest in myself, 
or of the many (a number that is sure to be continually 
growing) who will take an inextinguishable interest in 
the mysterious powers of opium. For opium ts mysteri- 
ous ; mysterious to the extent, at times, of apparent self- 

30 contradiction ; and so mysterious that my own long ex- 
perience in its use — sometimes even in its abuse — did 
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but mislead me into conclusions ever more and more 
remote from what I now suppose to be the truth. Fifty- 
and-two years' experience of opium, as a magical resource 
under all modes of bodily suffering, I may now claim to 
have had — allowing only for some periods of four or six 5 
months, during which, by unexampled efforts of self-con- 
quest, I had accomphshed a determined abstinence from 
opium. These parentheses- being subtracted, as also, and 
secondly, some off-and-on fits of tentative and intermit- 
ting dalliance with opium in the opening of my career — 10 
these deductions allowed for, I may describe myself as 
experimentally acquainted with opium for something more 
than half-a-century. What, then, is my final report upon 
its good and evil results ? In particular, upon these two 
capital tendencies of habitual opium-eating under the 15 
popular misconceptions : viz. its supposed necessity of 
continually clamouring for increasing quantities ; secondly, 
its supposed corresponding declension in power and effi- 
cacy. Upon these ugly scandals what is my most delib- 
erate award ? At the age of forty, the reader is aware 20 
that, under our ancestral proverb, every man is a fool or 
a physician. Apparently our excellent ancestors, aiming 
undeniably at alliteration, spelled physician with an /. 
And why not? A man's physic might be undeniable, 
although his spelling should be open to some slight im- 25 
provements. But I presume that the proverb meant to 
exact from any man only so much medical skill as should 
undertake the responsibility of his own individual health. 
It is my duty, it seems, thus far to be a physician — to 
guarantee, so far as human foresight can guarantee, my 30 
own corporeal sanity. And this, trying the case by ordi- 
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nary practical tests, I have accomplished. And I add 
solemnly that without opium most certainly I could not 
have accomplished such a result. Thirty-five years ago, 
beyond all doubt, I should have been in my grave. And, 
5 as to the two popular dilemmas : that either you must 
renounce opium, or else indefinitely augment the daily 
ration; and, secondly, that, even submitting to such a 
postulate, you must content .yourself, under any scale of 
doses, with an effect continually decaying, — in fact, that 

10 you must ultimately descend into the despairing condi- 
tion of the martyr to dram-drinking : — at this point I 
make a resolute stand, in blank denial of the whole doc- 
trine. Originally, when first entering upon my opium 
career, I did so with great anxiety : and before my eyes 

15 floated for ever the analogies — dim, or not dim, accord- 
ing to my spirits at the moment — of the poor, perishing 
brandy- drinker, often on the brink of delirium tremens / 
Opium I pursued under a harsh necessity, as an unknown, 
shadowy power, leading I knew not whither, and a power 

20 that might suddenly change countenance upon this un- 
known road. Habitually I lived under such an impres- 
sion of awe as we have all felt from stories of fawns, or 
seeming fawns, that have run before some mounted 
hunter for many a league, until they have tempted him 

25 far into the mazes of a boundless forest, and at that 
point, where all regress had become lost and impossible, 
either suddenly vanished, leaving the man utterly be- 
wildered, or assumed some more fearful shape. A part 
of the evil which I feared actually unfolded itself; but 

30 all was due to my own ignorance, to neglect of caution- 
ary measures, or to gross mismanagement of my health 
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in points where I well knew the risks, but grievously 
underrated their urgency and pressure. I was temper- 
ate : that solitary advantage I had ; but I sank under the 
lulling seductions of opium into total sedentariness, and 
that whilst holding firmly the belief that powerful exer- 5 
cise was omnipotent against all modes of debility or ob- 
scure nervous irritations. The account of my depression, 
and almost of my helplessness, in the next memorandum 
(No. Ill), is faithful as a description to the real case. 
But, in ascribing that case to opium, as any transcendent 10 
and overmastering agency, I was thoroughly wrong. 
Twenty days of exercise, twenty times twenty miles of 
walking, at the ordinary pace of three and a-half miles 
an hour, or perhaps half that amount, would have sent 
me up as buoyantly as a balloon into regions of natural 15 
and healthy excitement, where dejection is an impossible 
phenomenon. O heavens ! how man abuses or neglects 
his natural resources ! Yes, the thoughtful reader is dis- 
posed to say ; but very possibly distinguishing between 
such natural resources and opium as a resource that is 20 
not natural, but highly artificial, or even absolutely un- 
natural. I think otherwise. Upon the basis of my really 
vast, perhaps unequalled, experience (let me add of my 
tentative experience, varying its trials in every conceiv- 
able mode so as to meet the question at issue under 25 
every angle), I advance these three following proposi- 
tions, all of them unsuspected by the popular mind, and 
the last of them (as cannot much longer fail to be dis- 
covered) bearing a national value — I mean, as meeting 
our English hereditary complaint : — 30 

I . With respect to the morbid growth upon the opium- 
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eater of his peculiar habit, when once rooted in the 
system, and throwing out tentacula like a cancer, it is 
out of my power to deliver any such oracular judgment 
upon the case — i,e, upon the apparent danger of such a 
5 course, and by what stages it might be expected to travel 
towards its final consummation — as naturally I should 
wish to do. Being an oracle, it is my wish to behave 
myself like an oracle, and not to evade any decent man's 
questions in the way that Apollo too often did at Delphi. 

10 But, in this particular instance before me, the accident 
of my own individual seamanship in presence of this 
storm interfered with the natural evolution of the problem 
in its extreme form of danger. I had become too uneasy 
under the consciousness of that intensely artificial condi- 

15 tion into which I had imperceptibly lapsed through un- 
precedented quantities of opium ; the shadows of eclipse 
were too dark and lurid not to rouse and alarm me into 
a spasmodic effort for reconquering the ground which I 
had lost. Such an effort I made : every step by which 

20 I had gone astray did I patiently unthread. And thus I 
fought off the natural and spontaneous catastrophe, what- 
ever that might be, which mighty Nature would else 
have let loose for redressing the wrongs offered to herself. 
But what followed? In six or eight months more, upon 

25 fi*esh movements arising of insupportable nervous irrita- 
tion, I fleeted back into the same opium lull. To and 
fro, up and down, did I tilt upon those mountainous seas, 
for year after year. "See-saw, like Margery Daw, that 
sold her bed and lay on straw." Even so did I, led 

30 astray, perhaps, by the classical example of Miss Daw, 
see-saw for year after year, out and in, of manoeuvres the 
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most intricate, dances the most elaborate, receding or 
approaching, round my great central sun of opium. 
Sometimes I ran perilously close into ray perihelion; 
sometimes I became frightened, and wheeled off into a 
vast cometary aphehon, where for six months "opium" 5 
was a word unknown. How nature stood all these see- 
sawings is quite a mystery to me : I must have led her a 
sad life in those days. Nervous irritation forced me, at 
times, upon frightful excesses ; but terror from anoma- 
lous symptoms sooner or later forced me back. This 10 
terror was strengthened by the vague hypotheses current 
at that period about spontaneous combustion. Might I 
not myself take leave of the literary world in that fashion ? 
According to the popular fancy, there were two modes of this 
spontaneity, and really very little to choose between them. 15 
Upon one variety of this explosion, a man blew up in the 
dark, without match or candle near him, leaving nothing 
behind him but some bones, of no use to anybody, and 
which were supposed to be his only because nobody else 
ever appUed for them. It was fancied that some volcanic 20 
agency — an unknown deposition — accumulated from 
some vast redundancy of brandy, furnished the self-ex- 
ploding principle. But this started the faith of most 
people ; and a more plausible scheme suggested itself, 
which depended upon the concurrence of a lucifer-match. 25 
Without an incendiary, a man could not take fire. We 
sometimes see the hands of inveterate dram-drinkers 
throw off an atmosphere of intoxicating vapours, strong 
enough to lay flies into a state of sleep or coma ; and on 
the same principle it was supposed that the breath might 30 
be so loaded with spirituous particles as to catch fire 
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from a match applied to a pipe when held between the 
lips. If so, then what should hinder the " devouring ele- 
ment " (as newspapers call fire) from spreading through 
the throat to the cavity of the chest? in which case, not 
5 being insured, the man would naturally become a total 
loss. Opium, however, it will occur to the reader, is not 
alcohol. That is true. But it might, for anything that 
was known experimentally, be ultimately worse. Cole- 
ridge, the only person known to the public as having 

10 dallied systematically and for many years with opium, 
could not be looked to for any candid report of its history 
and progress ; besides that, Coleridge was under a per- 
manent craze of having nearly accomplished his own 
liberation from opium ; and thus he had come to have an 

15 extra reason for self-delusion. Finding myself, therefore, 
walking on a solitary path of bad repute, leading whither 
no man's experience could tell me, I became proportion- 
ably cautious ; and, if nature had any plot for making an 
example of me, I was resolved to baulk her. Thus it 

20 was that I never followed out the seductions of opium to 
their final extremity. But, nevertheless, in evading that 
extremity, I stumbled upon as great a discovery as if I 
had not evaded it. After the first or second self-conquest 
in this conflict — although finding it impossible to persist 

25 through more than a few months in the abstinence from 
opium — I remarked, however, that the domineering 
tyranny of its exactions was at length steadily declining. 
Quantities noticeably less had now become sufficient : and, 
after the fourth of these victories, won with continually de- 

30 creasing efforts, I found that not only had the daily dose 
(upon relapsing) suffered a self-limitation to an enormous 
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extent, but also that, upon any attempt obstinately to re- 
new the old doses, there arose a new symptom — viz. an 
irritation on the surface of the skin — which soon became 
insupportable, and tended to distraction. In about four 
years, without any further efforts, my daily ration had fallen 5 
spontaneously from a varying quantity of eight, ten, or 
twelve thousand drops of laudanum to about three hun- 
dred. I describe the drug as laudanum, because another 
change ran along collaterally with this supreme change — 
viz. that the solid opium began to require a length of 10 
time, continually increasing, to expand its effects sensibly, 
oftentimes not less than four hours ; whereas the tincture 
manifested its presence instantaneously. 

Thus, then, I had reached a position from which au- 
thoritatively it might be pronounced, as a result of long, 15 
anxious, and vigilant experience, that, on the assumption 
of earnest (even though intermitting) efforts towards re- 
current abstinences on the part of the opium-eater, the 
practice of indulging to the very greatest excess in this 
narcotic tends to a natural (almost an inevitable) euthan- 20 
asy. Many years ago, when briefly touching on this sub- 
ject, I announced (as a fact even then made known to 
me) that no instance of abstinence, though it were but 
of three days' continuance, ever perishes. Ten grains, 
deducted from a daily ration of five hundred, will tell 25 
through a series of many weeks, and will be found again 
modifying the final result, even at the close of the year's 
reckoning. At this day, after a half-century of oscillating 
experience, and after no efforts or trying acts of self- 
denial beyond those severe ones attached to the several 30 
processes (five or six in all) of re-conquering my free- 
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dom from the yoke of opium, I find myself pretty nearly 
at the same station which I occupied at that vast distance 
of time. It is recorded of Lord Nelson that, even after 
the Nile and Copenhagen, he still paid the penalty, on 
5 the first days of resuming his naval life, which is generally 
exacted by nature from the youngest little middy or the 
rawest griffin — viz. sea-sickness. And this happens to a 
considerable proportion of sailors : they do not recover 
their sea-legs till some days after getting afloat. The 

10 very same thing happens to veteran opium-eaters, when 
first, after long intermissions, resuming too abruptly their 
ancient familiarities with opium. It is a fact, which I 
mention as indicating the enormous revolutions passed 
through, that, within these five years, I have turned pale, 

15 and felt warnings, pointing towards such an uneasiness, 
after taking not more than twenty grains of opium. At 
present, and for some years, I have been habitually con- 
tent with five or six grains daily, instead of three hundred 
and twenty to four hundred grains. Let me wind up this 

20 retrospect with saying that the powers of opium, as an 
anodyne, but still more as a tranquilliser of nervous and 
anomalous sensations, have not in the smallest degree de- 
cayed, and that, if it has casually unveiled its early power 
of exacting slight penalties from any trivial inattention to 

25 accurate proportions, it has more than commensurately 
renewed its ancient privilege of lulling irritation and of 
supporting preternatural calls for exertion. 

My first proposition, therefore, amounts to this — that 
the process of weaning one's-self from the deep bondage 

30 of opium, by many people viewed with despairing eyes, 
is not only a possible achievement, and one which 
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grows easier in every stage of its progress, but is fa- 
voured and promoted by nature in secret ways that 
could not, without some experience, have been sus- 
pected. This, however, is but a sorry commendation of 
any resource making great pretensions, that, by a process 5 
confessedly trying to human . firmness, it can ultimately 
be thrown aside. Certainly little would be gained by 
the negative service of cancelling a drawback upon any 
agency whatever, until it were shown that this drawback 
has availed to disturb and neutralise great positive bless- 10 
ings lying within the gift of that agency. What are the 
advantages connected with opium that can merit any 
such name as blessings ? 

2. Briefly let me say, in the second proposition, that, 
if the reader had, in any South American forest, seen 15 
growing rankly some great febrifuge (such as the Jesuits* 
bark), he would probably have noticed it with slight re- 
gard. To understand its value, he must first have suf- 
fered from intermittent fever. Bark might strike him as 
an imnatural stimulant ; but, when he came to see that 20 
tertian or quartan fever was also an unnatural pressure 
upon human energies, he would begin to guess that two 
counter unnaturals may terminate in one most natural 
and salubrious result. Nervous irritation is the secret 
desolator of human life ; and for this there is probably 25 
no adequate controlling power but that of opium, taken 
daily, under steady regulation. 

3. But even more momentous is the burden of my 
third proposition. Are you aware, reader, what it is 
that constitutes the scourge (physically speaking) of 30 
Great Britain and Ireland ? All readers who direct any 
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part of their attention to medical subjects must know 
that it is pulmonary consumption. If you walk through 
a forest at certain seasons, you will see what is called 
a blaze of white paint upon a certain elite of the trees 
5 marked out by the forester as ripe for the axe. Such a 
blaze, if the shadowy world could reveal its futurities, 
would be seen everywhere distributing its secret badges 
of cognisance amongst our youthful men and women. 
Of those that, in the expression of Pericles, constitute 

10 the vernal section of our population, what a multitudi- 
nous crowd would be seen to wear upon their foreheads 
the same sad ghastly blaze, or some equivalent symbol 
of dedication to an early grave. How appalling in its 
amount is this annual slaughter amongst those that 

15 should by birthright be specially the children of hope, 
and levied impartially from every rank of society ! Is 
the income-tax or the poor-rate, faithful as each is to its 
regulating tide-tables, paid by any class with as much 
punctuality as this premature florilegium^ this gathering 

20 and rendering up of blighted blossoms, by all classes ? 
Then comes the startling question — that pierces the 
breaking hearts of so many thousand afflicted relatives 
— Is there no remedy? Is there no palliation pf the 
evil? Waste not a thought upon the idle question 

25 whether he that speaks is armed with this form or that 
form of authorisation and sanction ! Think within your- 
self how infinite would be the scorn of any poor sorrow- 
stricken mother, if she — standing over the coffin of her 
daughter — could believe or could imagine that any 

30 vestige of ceremonial scruples, or of fool-born supersti- 
tions, or the terror of a word, or old traditional preju- 
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dice, had been allowed to neutralise one chance in a 
thousand for her daughter — had by possibility (but, as 
I could tell her, had sometimes to a certainty) stepped 
between patients and deliverance from the grave, sure 
and perfect ! " What matter," she would cry out, indig- 5 
nantly, "who it is that says the thing, so long as the 
thing itself is true?" It is the potent and faithful word 
that is wanted, in perfect slight of the organ through 
which it is uttered. Let me premise this notorious fact, 
that all consumption, though latent in the constitution, 10 
and indicated often to the eye in bodily conformation, 
does not therefore manifest itself as a disease, until 
some form of " cold," or bronchitis, some familiar affec- 
tion of the chest or of the lungs, arises to furnish a 
starting-point for the morbid development. Now the 15 
one fatal blunder lies in suffering that development to 
occur; and the one counter-working secret for pre- 
arrestment of this evil lies in steadily, by whatever 
means, keeping up and promoting the insensible perspi- 
ration. In that one simple art of controlling a constant 20 
function of the animal economy lies a magician's talis- 
man for defeating the forces leagued against the great 
organs of respiration. Pulmonary affections, if not pre- 
viously suffered to develop themselves, cannot live under 
the hourly counter-working of this magical force. Con- 25 
sequently, the one question in arrear is, what potent 
drug is that which possesses this power, a power like 
that of " Amram's son," for evoking salubrious streams, 
welling forth benignly from systems else parched and 
arid as rocks in the wilderness? There is none that 30 
I know of answering the need but opium. The powers 
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of that great agent I first learned dimly to guess at from 
a remark made to me by a lady in London : then, and 
for some time previously, she had been hospitably en- 
tertaining Coleridge, whom, indeed, she tended with the 
5 anxiety of a daughter. Consequently, she was familiarly 
acquainted with his opium habits ; and, on my asking, in 
reply to some remark of hers, how she could be so sure 
as her words implied that Coleridge was just then likely 
to be incapacitated for writing (or, indeed, for any lit- 

loerary exertion)^ she said, ^'Oh, I know it well by the 
glistening of his cheeks." Coleridge's face, as is well 
known to his acquaintances, exposed a large surface of 
cheek ; too large for the intellectual expression of his 
features generally, had not the final effect been re- 

15 deemed by what Wordsworth styled his " godlike fore- 
head." The result was that no possible face so broadly 
betrayed and published any effects whatever, especially 
these lustrous effects from excesses in opium. For some 
years I failed to consider reflectively, or else, reflecting, 

20 1 failed to decipher, this resplendent acreage of cheek. 
But at last, either propria marte^ or prompted by some 
medical hint, I came to understand that the glistening 
face, glorious from afar like the old Pagan face of the 
demigod ^sculapius, simply reported the gathering 

25 accumulations of insensible perspiration. In the very 
hour, a memorable hour, of making that discovery, I 
made another. My own history, medically speaking, 
involved a mystery. At the commencement of my 
opium career, I had myself been pronounced repeatedly 

30 a martyr elect to pulmonary consumption. And, al- 
though, in the common decencies of humanity, this 



Digitized by 



Google 



ENGLISH OPIUM-EATER. 117 

opinion upon my prospects had always been accom- 
panied with some formal words of encouragement — as, 
for instance, that constitutions, after all, varied by end- 
less differences — that nobody could fix limits to the 
powers of medicine, or, in default of medicine, to the 5 
healing resources of nature herself — yet, without some- 
thing like a miracle in my favour, I was instructed to 
regard myself as a condemned subject. That was the 
upshot of these agreeable communications; alarming 
enough ; and they were rendered more so by these three 10 
facts : — First, the opinions were pronounced by the 
highest authorities in Christendom — viz. the physicians 
at Clifton and the Bristol Hotwells, who saw more of 
pulmonary disorders in one twelvemonth than the rest 
of the profession through all Europe in a century; for 15 
the disease, it must be remembered, was almost peculiar 
as a national scourge to Britain, interlinked with the 
local accidents of the cHmate and its restless changes ; 
so that only in England could it be studied, and even 
there only in perfection at these Bristolian adjacencies 20 
— the reason being that all opulent patients resorted to 
the Devonshire watering-places, where the balmy tem- 
perature of the air and prevailing winds allowed the 
myrtle and other greenhouse shrubs to stand out-of- 
doors all winter through, and naturally on the road to 25 
Devonshire all patients alike touched at Clifton. There 
I was myself continually resident. Many, therefore, and 
of supreme authority, were the prophets of evil that 
announced to me my doom. Secondly, they were coun- 
tenanced by the ugly fact that I out of eight children 30 
was the one who most closely inherited the bodily con- 
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formation of a father who had died of consumption at 
the early age of thirty-nine. Thirdly, I offered at the 
first glance, to a medical eye, every symptom of phthisis 
broadly and conspicuously developed. The hectic col- 
5 ours on the face, the nocturnal perspirations, the growing 
embarrassment of the respiration, and other expressions 
of gathering feebleness under any attempts at taking 
exercise — all these symptoms were steadily accumulat- 
ing between the age of twenty-two and twenty-four. 

10 What was it that first arrested them? Simply the use, 
continually becoming more regular, of opium. Nobody 
recommended this drug to me ; on the contrary, under 
that ignorant horror which everywhere invested opium, 
I saw too clearly that any avowed use of it would expose 

15 me to a rabid persecution. Under the sincere and un- 
affected hope of saving me from destruction, I should 
have been hunted into the grave within six months. 
I kept my own counsel ; said nothing ; awakened no 
suspicions; persevered more and more determinately in 

20 the use of opium ; and finally effected so absolute a 
conquest over all pulmonary symptoms as could not 
have failed to fix upon me the astonishment of Clifton, 
had not the sense of wonder been broken by the linger- 
ing time consumed in the several stages of the malady, 

25 and still more effectually by my own personal withdrawal 
from Clifton and its neighbourhoods. 

Finally arose what will inevitably turn out a more 
decisive chapter in such a record. I had always fixed 
my eyes and my expectations upon a revolution in the 

30 social history of opium which could not (as I assured 
myself) by accident or by art be materially deferred 
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The great social machinery of life-insurance, supposing 
no other agency to be brought into play, how would that 
affect the great medicinal interests of opium? I knew 
that insurance offices, and the ablest actuaries of such 
offices, were not less ignorant upon the real merits of 5 
the opium question, and (which was worse) not less pro- 
foundly prejudiced^ or less fanatical in their prejudices, 
than the rest of society. But, then, there were interests, 
growing continually, which would very soon force them 
into relaxing these prejudices. It would be alleged, 10 
at first, that opium- eating increased the risk of a Hfe- 
insurance. Waiving the question whether it really did 
increase that risk, in any case that increase of risk, like 
other risks, could be valued, and must be valued. New 
habits were arising in society: that I well knew. And 15 
the old machineries for insuring life interests, under 
these or any other shifting conditions, would be obliged 
to adapt themselves to changing circumstances. If the 
old offices should be weak enough to persist in their 
misdirected obstinacy, new ones would arise. Mean- 20 
time the history of this question moved through the 
following aspects : — Sixteen and seventeen years ago, 
the offices all looked with horror upon opium-eaters. 
Thus far, all men must have disapproved the principles 
of their policy. Habitual brandy-drinkers met with no 25 
repulse. And yet alcohol leads into daily dangers — 
for instance, that of delirium tremens. But no man ever 
heard of opium leading into delirium tremens. In the 
one case, there are well-ascertained and notorious dan- 
gers besetting the path; but, in the other, supposing 30 
any corresponding dangers to exist, they have yet to 
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be discovered. However, the offices would not look 
at us who came forward avowing ourselves to be opium- 
eaters. Myself in particular they regarded, I believe, 
as the abomination of desolation. And fourteen offices 
5 in succession, within a few months, repulsed me as a 
candidate for insurance on that solitary ground of hav- 
ing owned myself to be an opium-eater. The insurance 
was of very little consequence to myself, though involv- 
ing some interest to others. And I contented myself 

10 with saying, " Ten years hence, gentlemen, you will have 
come to understand your own interests better." In less 
than seven years I received a letter from Mr. Tait, sur- 
geon to the Police Force in Edinburgh, reporting a 
direct investigation officially pursued by him under pri- 

isvate instructions received from two or more insurance 
offices. I knew, at the beginning of these seven years, 
or had strong reasons for believing, that the habit of 
opium- eating was spreading extensively, and through 
classes of society widely disconnected. This diffusion 

20 would, beyond a doubt, as one of its earliest conse- 
quences, coerce the insurance offices into a strict re- 
vision of their old blind policy. Accordingly it had 
already done so ; and the earliest fruits of this revolution 
were now before me in the proof-sheets so obligingly 

25 transmitted by Mr. Tait. His object, as I understood 
it, in sending these proofs to myself, was simply to col- 
lect such additional notices, suggestions, or sceptical 
queries, as might reasonably be anticipated from any 
reflective opium experience so extensive as my own. 

30 Most unhappily, this gentleman, during the course of 
our brief correspondence, was suddenly attacked by 
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typhus fever ; and, after a short illness, to my own 
exceeding regret, he died. On all accounts I had rea- 
son for sorrow. Knowing him only through his very 
interesting correspondence with myself, I had learned 
to form high expectations from Mr. Tait's philosophic 5 
spirit and his determined hostility to traditional cant. 
He had recorded, in the communications made to my- 
self, with great minuteness and anxiety for rigour of 
accuracy, the cases of more than ninety patients. And 
he had shown himself inexorably deaf to all attempts 10 
at confounding evils specially belonging to opium as a 
stimulant, as a narcotic, or as a poison, with those which 
belong to opium merely as a cause of constipation or 
other ordinary irregularities in the animal economy. 
Most people of sedentary habits, but amongst such peo- 15 
pie notoriously those who think much, need some slight 
means of stimulating the watchwork of the animal system 
into action. Neglect of such means will of course de- 
range the health. But in such derangements there is 
no special impeachment of opium : many thousands of 20 
agents terminate in the same or more obstinate derange- 
ments, unless vigilantly counteracted. The paramount 
mission of Mr. Tait, under his instructions from insur- 
ance offices, as I interpreted his own account of this 
mission, was to report firmly and decisively upon the 25 
tendencies of opium in relation to the lengthening or 
shortening of life. At that point where his proof-sheets 
were interrupted by the fatal attack of fever, he had 
not entirely finished his record of cases ; so that his 
final judgment or summing up had not commenced. 30 
It was, however, evident to me in what channel this 
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final judgment would have flowed. To a certainty, he 
would have authorised his clients (the. insurance offices) 
to dismiss all anxiety as to the life-abridging tendencies 
of opium. But he would have pointed their jealousy in 
5 another direction — viz. this, that in some proportion of 
cases there may always be a reasonable ground for sus- 
pecting, not the opium as separately in itself any cause 
of mischief, but the opium as a conjectural indication 
of some secret distress or irritation that had fastened 

10 upon the system, and had in that way sought relief; 
cases, in short, which the use of opium had not caused, 
but which, on the contrary, had caused the use of opium 
— opium having been called in to redress or to relieve 
the affection. In all such circumstances, the insurance 

15 office is entitled to call for a frank disclosure of the ail- 
ment ; but not, as hitherto, entitled to assume the opium 
as itself an ailment. It may very easily have happened 
that simply the genial restoration derived from opium, 
its power of qualifying a man suddenly to face (that is, 

20 upon an hour's warning to face) some twelve hours' 
unusual exertion, — qualifying him both as to spirits 
and as to strength ; or again, simply the general pur- 
pose of seeking relief from ennui, or tcedium vitcE — any 
one of these motives may satisfactorily account for the 

25 applicant's having resorted to opium. He might reply 
to the office in Professor Wilson's word, " Gentlemen, 
I am a Hedonist ; and, if you must know why I take 
opium, that's the reason why." But still, upon every ad- 
mission from a candidate that he took opium, it would 

30 be a prudent question and a just question on the part 
of the office, to ask ^^7vhy,'" and in what circumstances 
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the practice had originated. If in any local uneasiness, 
then would arise a natural right on the part of the office 
to press for a surgical examination. But, apart from such 
special cases, it was evident that this acute and experi- 
enced surgeon saw no reason whatever in the simple 5 
practice of opium-eating for hesitating upon a life- 
insurance proposal, or for exacting a higher rate of 
premium. 

Here I pause. The reader will infer, from what I have 
now said, that all passages, written at an earlier period 10 
under cloudy and uncorrected views of the evil agencies 
presumable in opium, stand retracted ; although, shrink- 
ing from the labour of altering an error diffused so widely 
under my own early misconceptions of the truth, I have 
suffered them to remain as they were. My general views 15 
upon the powers and natural tendencies of opium were 
all supported and strengthened by this fortunate advan- 
tage of a professional correspondence. My special 
doctrine I now repeat at this point of valediction, and 
in a rememberable form. Lord Bacon said once, too 20 
boldly and hazardously, that he who discovers the secret 
of making myrrh soluble by human blood has discovered 
the secret of immortal life. I propose a more modest 
form of magic — that he who discovers the secret of 
stimulating and keeping up unintermittingly the insen- 25 
sible perspiration has discovered the secret of intercept- 
ing pulmonary consumption. In my medical character, 
I here take leave of the reader, and fall back into the 
current of my regular narrative. 
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III. My studies have now been long interrupted. I 
cannot read to myself with any pleasure, hardly with a 
moment's endurance. Yet I sometimes read aloud for 
the pleasure of others ; because reading is an accom- 
splishment of mine, and, in the slang use of the word 
accomplishment as a superficial and ornamental attain- 
ment, almost the only one I possess ; and formerly, if I 
had any vanity at all connected with any endowment or 
attainment of mine, it was with this ; for I had observed 

10 that no accomplishment is more rare. Actors are the 
worst readers of all. John Kemble is not effective as a 
reader, though he has the great advantage of mature 
scholarship ; and his sister, the immortal Siddons, with 
all her superiority to him in voice, reads even less effec- 

istively. She reads nothing well but dramatic works. 
In the "Paradise Lost," which I heard her attempt at 
Barley Wood, her failure was distressing ; almost as dis- 
tressing as the sycophantic applause of the surround- 
ing company — all lost, of course, in nearly speechless 

20 admiration. (Yet I am sensible that this contemptuous 
feeling for the circle of admirers is scarcely justified. 
What should the poor creatures have done ? Already, in 
the mere attempt to win their suffrages, in placing her- 
self once again upon trial, there was a condescension 

25 on the part of Mrs. Siddons, after which free judgment 
became impossible. I felt a wish to address Mrs. 
Siddons thus — You that have read to royalty at Windsor, 
nay, have even been desired to sit down at Windsor whilst 
reading, ever afterwards are a privileged person, liable to 

30 no accent of truth. Our feelings, as not free to take any 
natural expression, can be of no value. Suffer us to be 
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silent, if only for the dignity of human nature. And do 
you yourself be silent, if only for the dignity of that 
once unequalled voice.) Neither Coleridge nor Southey 
is a good reader of verse. Southey is admirable almost 
in all things, but not in this. Both he and Coleridge 5 
read as if crying, or at least wailing lugubriously. 
People in general either read poetry without any passion 
at all, or else overstep the modesty of nature. Of late, 
if I have felt moved by anything in books, it has been by 
the grand lamentations of " Samson Agonistes," or the 10 
great harmonies of the Satanic speeches in " Paradise 
Regained," when read aloud by myself. We are far from 
towns ; but a young lady sometimes comes and drinks 

tea with us, and at her request and M 's I now and 

then read Wordsworth's poems to them. (Wordsworth, 15 
by the bye, is the only poet I ever met who could read 
his own verses ; often, indeed, he reads admirably.) • 

For nearly two years I believe that I read nothing and 
studied nothing. Analytic studies are continuous studies, 
and not to be pursued by fits and starts, or fragmentary 20 
efforts. All these were become insupportable to me ; I 
shrank from them with a sense of powerless and infantine 
feebleness that gave me an anguish the greater from 
remembering the time when I grappled with them to my 
own hourly delight ; and for this further reason, because 1 25 
had devoted the labour of my whole life, had dedicated 
my intellect, blossoms and fruits, to the slow and elabo- 
rate toil of constructing one single work, to which I had 
presumed to give the title of an unfinished work of 
Spinoza's — viz. "Z>e Emendatione Humani Intellect's''* 30 
This was now lying locked up as by frost, like any Span- 
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ish bridge or aqueduct begun upon too great a scale 
for the resources of the architect ; and, instead of surviv- 
ing me, as a monument of wishes at least, and aspirations, 
and long labours, dedicated to the exaltation of human 
5 nature in that way in which God had best fitted me to 
promote so great an object, it was likely to stand a 
memorial to my children of hopes defeated, of baffled 
efforts, of materials uselessly accumulated, of foundations 
laid that were never to support a superstructure, of the 

lo grief and the ruin of the architect. In this state of im- 
becility, I had, for amusement, turned my attention to 
political economy. My understanding, which formerly 
had been as active and restless as a panther, could not, 
I suppose (so long as I lived at all), sink into utter leth- 

15 argy : and political economy offers this advantage to a 
person in my state, — that, though it is eminently an 

• organic science (no part, that is to say, but what acts 
on the whole, as the whole again reacts on and through 
each part), yet still the several parts may be detached 

20 and contemplated singly. Great as was the prostration 
of my powers at this time, yet I could not forget my 
knowledge; and my understanding had been for too 
many years intimate with severe thinkers, with logic, and 
the great masters of knowledge, not to be aware of a 

25 great call made by political economy at this crisis for a 
new law and a transcendent legislator. Suddenly, in 
1 818, a friend in Edinburgh sent me down Mr. Ricardo*s 
book ; and, recurring to my own prophetic anticipation 
of some coming legislator for this science, I said, before 

30 1 had finished the first chapter, " Thou art the man ! " 
Wonder and curiosity were emotions that had long been 
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dead in me. Yet I wondered once more — wondered at 
myself that could once again be stimulated to the effort 
of reading; and much more I wondered at the book. 
Had this profound work been really written during the 
tumultuous hurry of the nineteenth century? Could it be 5 
that an Englishman, and he not in academic bowers, but 
oppressed by mercantile and senatorial cares, had accom- 
plished what all the universities of Europe, and a cen- 
tury of thought, had failed even to advance by one 
hair*s-breadth ? Previous writers had been crushed and 10 
overlaid by the enormous weights of facts, details, and 
exceptions ; Mr. Ricardo had deduced, a priori, from 
the understanding itself, laws which first shot arrowy light 
into the dark chaos of materials, and had thus constructed 
what hitherto was but a collection of tentative discussions 15 
into a science of regular proportions, now first standing 
upon an eternal basis. 

Thus did one simple work of a profound understanding 
avail to give me a pleasure and an activity which I had 
not known for years ; it roused me even to write, or, at 20 

least, to dictate what M wrote for me. It seemed to 

me that some important truths had escaped even " the 
inevitable eye ** of Mr. Ricardo ; and, as these were, for 
the most part, of such a nature that I could express or 
illustrate them briefly and elegantly by algebraic symbols, 25 
the whole would hardly have reached the bulk of a 

pamphlet. With M for my amanuensis, even at this 

time, incapable as I was of all general exertion, I drew 
up, therefore, my " Prolegomena to all Future Systems of 
Political Economy." 30 

This exertion, however, was but a momentary flash, as 
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the sequel showed. Arrangements were made at a pro- 
vincial press, about eighteen miles distant, for printing it. 
An additional compositor was retained for some days on 
this account. The work was even twice advertised ; and 
5 1 was, in a manner, pledged to the fulfilment of my inten- 
tion. But I had a preface to write, and a dedication, 
which I wished to make impressive, to Mr. Ricardo. I 
found myself quite unable to accomplish all this. The 
arrangements were countermanded, the compositor dis- 

10 missed, and my " Prolegomena " rested peacefully by the 
side of its elder and more dignified brother. 

In thus describing and illustrating my intellectual tor- 
por I use terms that apply, more or less, to every part of 
the years during which I was under the Circean spells of 

15 opium. But for misery and suffering, I might, indeed, 
be said to have existed in a dormant state. I seldom 
could prevail on myself to write a letter ; an answer of a 
few words to any that I received, was the utmost that I 
could accomplish; and often that not until the letter 

20 had lain for weeks, or even months, on my writing-table. 

Without the aid of M , my whole domestic economy, 

whatever became of political economy, must have gone 
into irretrievable confusion. I shall not afterwards allude 
to this part of the case ; it is one, however, which the 

25 opium-eater will find, in the end, most oppressive and 
tormenting, from the sense of incapacity and feebleness, 
from the direct embarrassments incident to the neglect 
or procrastination of each day's appropriate labours, and 
from the remorse which must often exasperate the stings 

30 of these evils to a conscientious mind. The opium-eater 
loses none of his moral sensibiUties or aspirations ; he 
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wishes and longs as earnestly as ever to realise what he 
believes possible, and feels to be exacted by duty ; but 
his intellectual apprehension of what is possible infinitely 
outruns his power, not of execution only, but even of 
proposing or willing- He lies under a world's weight of 5 
incubus and nightmare ; he lies in sight of all that he 
would fain perform, just as a man forcibly confined to 
his bed by the mortal languor of paralysis, who is com- 
pelled to witness injury or outrage offered to some object 
of his tenderest love : — he would lay down his life if he 10 
might but rise and walk ; but he is powerless as an infant, 
and cannot so much as make an effort to move. 

But from this I now pass to what is the main subject 
of these latter Confessions — to the history and journal 
of what took place in my dreams ; for these were the 15 
immediate and proximate cause of shadowy terrors that 
settled and brooded over my whole waking life. 

The first notice I had of any important change going 
on in this part of my physical economy was from the re- 
awaking of a state of eye oftentimes incident to child- 20 
hood. I know not whether my reader is aware that 
many children have a power of painting, as it were, upon 
the darkness all sorts of phantoms : in some that power 
is simply a mechanic affection of the eye ; others have a 
voluntary or semi-voluntary power to dismiss or summon 25 
such phantoms ; or, as a child once said to me, when I 
questioned him on this matter, " I can tell them to go, 
and they go; but sometimes they come when I don't 
tell them to come." He had by one-half as unlimited a 
command over apparitions as a Roman centurion over 30 
his soldiers. In the middle of 181 7 this faculty became 
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increasingly distressing to me : at night, when I lay awake 
in bed, vast processions moved along continually in 
. mournful pomp ; friezes of never ending stories, that to 
my feelings were as sad and solemn as stories drawn 
5 from times before CEdipus or Priam, before Tyre, before 
Memphis. And, concurrently with this, a corresponding 
change took place in my dreams; a theatre seemed 
suddenly opened and lighted up within my brain, which 
presented nightly spectacles of more than earthly splen- 
ic dour. And the four following facts may be mentioned, 
as noticeable at this time : — 

1. That, as the creative state of the eye increased, a 
sympathy seemed to arise between the waking and the 
dreaming states of the brain in one point — that whatso- 

15 ever I happened to call up and to trace by a voluntary 
act upon the darkness was very apt to transfer itself to 
my dreams; and at length I feared to exercise this 
faculty ; for, as Midas turned all things to gold that yet 
baffled his hopes and defrauded his human desires, so 

20 whatsoever things capable of being visually represented 
I did but think of in the darkness immediately shaped 
themselves into phantoms for the eye ; and, by a 
process apparently no less inevitable, when thus once 
traced in faint and visionary colours, like writings in 

25 sympathetic ink, they were drawn out, by the fierce 
chemistry of my dreams, into insufferable splendour that 
fretted my heart. 

2. This and all other changes in my dreams were ac- 
companied by deep-seated anxiety and funereal melan- 

30 choly, such as are wholly incommunicable by words. I 
seemed every night to descend — not metaphorically, but 
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literally to descend — into chasms and sunless abysses, 
depths below depths, from which it seemed hopeless that 
I could ever re-ascend. Nor did I, by waking, feel that 
I had re-ascended. Why should I dwell upon this? 
For indeed the state of gloom which attended these 5 
gorgeous spectacles, amounting at last to utter darkness, 
as of some suicidal despondency, cannot be approached 
by words. 

3. The sense of space, and in the end the sense of 
time, were both powerfully affected. Buildings, land- 10 
scapes, &c., were exhibited in proportions so vast as the 
bodily eye is not fitted to receive. Space swelled, and 
was amplified to an extent of unutterable and self-repeat- 
ing infinity. This disturbed me very much less than 
the vast expansion of time. Sometimes I seemed to 15 
have lived for seventy or a hundred years in one night ; 
nay, sometimes had feelings representative of a duration 
far beyond the limits of any human experience. 

4. The minutest incidents of childhood, or forgotten 
scenes of later years, were often revived. I could not be 20 
said to recollect them ; for, if I had been told of them 
when waking, I should not have been able to acknow- 
ledge them as parts of my past experience. But, placed 
as they were before me in dreams like intuitions, and 
clothed in all their evanescent circumstances and accom- 25 
panying feelings, I recognised them instantaneously. I 
was once told by a near relative of mine that, having in 
her childhood fallen into a river, and being on the very 
verge of death but for the assistance which reached her 
at the last critical moment, she saw in a moment her 30 
whole life, clothed in its forgotten incidents, arrayed 
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before her as in a mirror, not successively, but simultane- 
ously ; and she had a faculty developed as suddenly for 
comprehending the whole and every part. This, from 
some opium experiences, I can believe ; I have, indeed, 
5 seen the same thing asserted twice in modern books, and 
accompanied by a remark which probably is true — viz. 
that the dread book of account which the Scriptures 
speak of is, in fact, the mind itself of each individual. 
Of this, at least, I feel assured, that there is no such 

10 :hing as ultimate forgetting ; traces once impressed upon 
the memory are indestructible; a thousand accidents 
may and will interpose a veil between our present 
consciousness and the secret inscriptions on the mind. 
Accidents of the same sort will also rend away this veil. 

15 But alike, whether veiled or unveiled, the inscription 
remains for ever; just as the stars seem to withdraw 
before the common light of day, whereas, in fact, we all 
know that it is the light which is drawn over them as a 
veil, and that they are waiting to be revealed whenever 

20 the obscuring daylight itself shall have withdrawn. 

Having noticed these four facts as memorably distin- 
guishing my dreams from tjjose of health, I shall now cite 
a few illustrative cases ; and shall then cite such others as 
I remember, in any order that may give them most effect 

25 as pictures to the reader. 

I had been in youth, and ever since, for occasional 
amusement, a great reader of Livy, whom I confess that 
I prefer, both for style and matter, to any other of the 
Roman historians; and I had often felt as solemn and 

30 appalling sounds, emphatically representative of Roman 
majesty, the two words so often occurring in Livy, Consul 
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Romanus ; especially when the consul is introduced in 
his military character. I mean to say that the words 
king, sultan, regent, &c., or any other titles of those who 
embody in their own persons the collective majesty of a 
great people, had less power over my reverential feelings. 5 
I had also, though no great reader of History, made my- 
self critically famiUar with one period of English history 
— viz. the period of the Parliamentary War — having 
been attracted by the moral grandeur of some who fig- 
ured in that day, and by the interesting memoirs which 10 
survive those unquiet times. Both these parts of my 
lighter reading, having furnished me often with matter of 
reflection, now furnished me with matter for my dreams. 
Often I used to see, after painting upon the blank dark- 
ness a sort of rehearsal whilst waking, a crowd of ladies, 15 
and perhaps a festival and dances. And I heard it said, 
or I said to myself, " These are English ladies from the 
unhappy times of Charles I. These are the wives and 
daughters of those who met in peace, and sat at the same 
tables, and were aUied by marriage or by blood ; and yet, 20 
after a certain day in August 1642, never smiled upon 
each other again, nor met but in the field of battle ; and 
at Marston Moor, at Newbury, or at Naseby, cut asunder 
all ties of love by the cruel sabre, and washed away in 
blood the memory of ancient friendship." The ladies 25 
danced, and looked as lovely as at the court of George 
IV. Yet even in my dream I knew that they had been 
in the grave for nearly two centuries. This pageant 
would suddenly dissolve; and, at a clapping of hands, 
would be heard the heart-shaking sound of Consul ^o 
Homanus; and immediately came "sweeping by/' in 
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gorgeous paludaments, Paullus or Marius, girt around 
by a company of centurions, with the crimson tunic 
hoisted on a spear, and followed by the alalagmos of the 
Roman legions. 
5 Many years ago, when I was looking over Piranesi's 
" Antiquities of Rome," Coleridge, then standing by, de- 
scribed to me a set of plates from that artist, called his 
" Dreams," and which record the scenery of his own 
visions during the deUrium of a fever. Some of these (I 

10 describe only from memory of Coleridge's account) rep- 
resented vast Gothic halls ; on the floor of which stood 
mighty engines and machinery, wheels, cables, catapults, 
&c., expressive of enormous power put forth, or resist- 
ance overcome. Creeping along the sides of the walls, 

15 you perceived a staircase ; and upon this, groping his 
way upwards, was Piranesi himself. Follow the stairs a 
little farther, and you perceive them reaching an abrupt 
termination, without any balustrade, and allowing no step 
onwards to him who should reach the extremity, except 

20 into the depths below. Whatever is to become of poor 
Piranesi, at least you suppose that his labours must now 
in some way terminate. But raise your eyes, and behold 
a second flight of stairs still higher, on which again 
Piranesi is perceived, by this time standing on the very 

2- brink of the abyss. Once again elevate your eye, and a 
still more aerial flight of stairs is descried ; and there, 
again, is the delirious Piranesi, busy on his aspiring la- 
bours : and so on, until the unfinished stairs and the hope- 
less Piranesi both are lost in the upper gloom of the hall. 

30 With the same power of endless growth and self-repro- 
duction did my architecture proceed in dreams. In the 
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early stage of the malady, the splendours of my dreams 
were indeed chiefly architectural; and I beheld such 
pomp of cities and palaces as never yet was beheld by 
the waking eye, unless in the clouds. From a great 
modem poet I cite the part of a passage which describes, 5 
as an appearance actually beheld in the clouds, what in 
many of its circumstances I saw frequently in sleep : — 

" The appearance, instantaneously disclosed, 
Was of a mighty city — boldly say 

A wilderness of building, sinking far 10 

And self-withdrawn into a wondrous depth, 
Far sinking into splendour without end ! 
Fabric it seemed of diamond and of gold. 
With alabaster domes and silver spires, 
And blazing terrace upon terrace, high 15 

Uplifted ; here, serene pavilions bright, 
In avenues disposed ; there, towers begirt 
With battlements that on their restless fronts 
Bore stars — illumination of all gems ! 
By earthly nature had the effect been wrought 20 

Upon the dark materials of the storm 
Now paciBed ; on them, and on the coves, 
And mountain-steeps and summits, whereunto 
The vapours had receded, taking there 
Their station under a cerulean sky. " 25 

The sublime circumstance — " that on their restless fronts 
bore stars " — might have been copied from my own archi- 
tectural dreams, so often did it occur. We hear it re- 
ported of Dryden, and in later times of Fuseli, that they 
ate raw meat for the sake of obtaining splendid dreams : 30 
how much better, for such a purpose, to have eaten opium, 
which yet I do not remember that any poet is recorded 
to have done, except the dramatist Shadwell; and in 
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ancient days, Homer is, I think, rightly reputed to have 
known the virtues of opium as a <l>dpfmKov vrjwevOis — t\e. 
as an anodyne. 

To my architecture succeeded dreams of lakes and 
5 silvery expanses of water: these haunted me so much 
that I feared lest some dropsical state or tendency of the 
brain might thus be making itself (to use a metaphysical 
word) objective^ and that the sentient organ might be pro- 
jecting itself as its own object. For two months I suffered 

10 greatly in my head — a part of my bodily structure which 
had hitherto been so clear from all touch or taint of weak- 
ness (physically, I mean) that I used to say of it, as the 
last Lord Orford said of his stomach, that it seemed likely 
to survive the rest of my person. Till now I had never 

15 felt a headache even, or any the slightest pain, except 
rheumatic pains caused by my own folly. 

The waters gradually changed their character — from 
translucent lakes, shining like mirrors, they became seas 
and oceans. And now came a tremendous change, which, 

20 unfolding itself slowly like a scroll, through many months, 
promised an abiding torment ; and, in fact, it never left 
me, though recurring more or less intermittingly. Hith- 
erto the human face had often mixed in my dreams, but 
not despotically, nor with any special power of torment- 

25ing. But now that affection which I have called the 
tyranny of the human face began to unfold itself. Per- 
haps some part of my London life (the searching for Ann 
amongst fluctuating crowds) might be answerable for this. 
Be that as it may, now it was that upon the rocking 

30 waters of the ocean the human face began to reveal it- 
self; the sea appeared paved with innumerable faces, 
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upturned to the heavens; faces, imploring, wrathful, 
despairing ; faces that surged upwards by thousands, by 
myriads, by generations: infinite was my agitation; my 
mind tossed, as it seemed, upon the billowy ocean, and 
weltered upon the weltering waves. 5 

May 1 8 18. — The Malay has been a fearful enemy for 
months. Every night, through his means, I have been 
transported into Asiatic scenery. I know not whether 
others share in my feeUngs on this point ; but I have 
often thought that, if I were compelled to forgo England, 10 
and to live in China, among Chinese manners and modes 
of life and scenery, I should go mad. The causes of my 
horror lie deep, and some of them must be common to 
others. Southern Asia, in general, is the seat of awful 
images and associations. As the cradle of the human race, 15 
if on no other ground, it would have a dim, reverential 
feeling connected with it. But there are other reasons. 
No man can pretend that the wild, barbarous, and capri- 
cious superstitions of Africa, or of savage tribes elsewhere, 
affect him in the way that he is affected by the ancient, 20 
monumental, cruel, and elaborate religions of Hindostan. 
The mere antiquity of Asiatic things, of their institutions, 
histories, — above all, of their* mythologies, &c., — is so 
impressive that to me the vast age of the race and name 
overpowers the sense of youth in the individual. A 25 
young Chinese seems to me an antediluvian man renewed. 
Even Englishmen, though not bred in any knowledge of 
such institutions, cannot but shudder at the mystic sub- 
limity of castes that have flowed apart, and refused to mix, 
through such immemorial tracts of time; nor can any 30 
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man fail to be awed by the sanctity of the Ganges, or by 
the very name of the Euphrates. It contributes much 
to these feelings that South-eastern Asia is, and has been 
for thousands of years, the part of the earth most swarm- 
5 ing with human life, the great officina gentium, Man is 
a weed in those regions. The vast empires, also, into 
which the enormous population of Asia has always been 
cast, give a further sublimity to the feelings associated 
with all oriental names or images. In China, over and 

10 above what it has in common with the rest of Southern 
Asia, I am terrified by the modes of Ufe, by the manners, 
by the barrier of utter abhorrence placed between myself 
and them, by counter-sympathies deeper than I can ana- 
lyse. I could sooner live with lunatics, with vermin, with 

15 crocodiles or snakes. All this, and much more than I 
can say, the reader must enter into before he can com- 
prehend the unimaginable horror which these dreams of 
oriental imagery and mythological tortures impressed 
upon me. Under the connecting feeling of tropical heat 

20 and vertical sunlights, I brought together all creatures, 
birds, beasts, reptiles, all trees and plants, usages and 
appearances, that are found in all tropical regions, and 
assembled them together in China or Hindostan. From 
kindred feelings, I soon brought Egypt and her gods 

25 under the same law. I was stared at, hooted at, grinned 
at, chattered at, by monkeys, by paroquets, by cockatoos. 
I ran into pagodas, and was fixed for centuries at the sum- 
mit, or in secret rooms ; I was the idol ; I was the priest ; 
I was worshipped; I was sacrificed. I fled from the 

30 wrath of Brama through all the forests of Asia ; Vishnu 
hated me ; Seeva lay in wait for me. I came suddenly 
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upon Isis and Osiris : I had done a deed, they said, which 
the ibis and the crocodile trembled at. Thousands of 
years I lived and was buried in stone coffins, with mum- 
mies and sphinxes, in narrow chambers at the heart of 
eternal pyramids. I was kissed, with cancerous kisses, 5 
by crocodiles, and was laid, confounded with all unutter- 
able abortions, amongst reeds and Nilotic mud. 

Some slight abstraction I thus attempt of my oriental 
dreams, which filled me always with such amazement at 
the monstrous scenery that horror seemed absorbed for 10 
a while in sheer astonishment. Sooner or later came a 
reflux of feeling that swallowed up the astonishment, and 
left me, not so much in terror, as in hatred and abomi- 
nation of what I saw. Over every form, and threat, and 
punishment, and dim sightless incarceration, brooded a 15 
killing sense of eternity and infinity. Into these dreams 
only it was, with one or two slight exceptions, that any 
circumstances of physical horror entered. All before had 
been moral and spiritual terrors. But here the main 
agents were ugly birds, or snakes, or crocodiles, especially 20 
the last. The cursed crocodile became to me the object 
of more horror than all the rest. I was compelled to 
live with him ; and (as was always the case in my 
dreams) for centuries. Sometimes I escaped, and found 
myself in Chinese houses. All the feet of the tables, 25 
sofas, &c., soon became instinct with life : the abomina- 
ble head of the crocodile, and his leering eyes, looked 
out at me, multiplied into ten thousand repetitions ; and 
I stood loathing and fascinated. So often did this hide- 
ous reptile haunt my dreams that many times the very 30 
same dream was broken up in the very same way: I 
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heard gentle voices speaking to me (I hear everything 
when I am sleeping), and instantly I awoke; it was 
broad noon, and my children were standing, hand in 
hand, at my bedside, come to show me their coloured 
5 shoes, or new frocks, or to let me see them dressed for 
going out. No experience was so awfiil to me, and at 
the same time so pathetic, as this abrupt translation from 
the darkness of the infinite to the gaudy summer air of 
highest noon, and from the unutterable abortions of mis- 
10 created gigantic vermin to the sight of infancy and inno- 
cent human natures. 

June 1 8 19. — I have had occasion to remark, at 
various periods of my life, that the deaths of those whom 
we love, and, indeed, the contemplation of death gener- 

15 ally, is (cceteris paribus) more affecting in summer than 
in any other season of the year. And the reasons are 
these three, I think : first, that the visible heavens in 
summer appear far higher, more distant, and (if such a 
solecism may be excused) more infinite ; the clouds by 

20 which chiefly the eye expounds the distance of the blue 
pavilion, stretched over our heads are in summer more 
voluminous, more massed, and are accumulated in far 
grander and more towering piles; secondly, the light 
and the appearances of the declining and the setting sun 

25 are much more fitted to be types and characters of the 
infinite; and, thirdly (which is the main reason), the 
exuberant and riotous prodigality of life naturally forces 
the mind more powerfully upon the antagonist thought of 
death, and the wintry sterility of the grave. For it may 

30 be observed generally that, wherever two thoughts stand 
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related to each other by a law of antagonism, and exist, 
as it were, by mutual repulsion, they are apt to suggest 
each other. On these accounts it is that I find it impos- 
sible to banish the thought of death when I am walking 
alone in the endless days of summer ; and any particular 5 
death, if not actually more affecting, at least haunts my 
mind more obstinately and besiegingly, in that season. 
Perhaps this cause, and a slight incident which I omit, 
might have been the immediate occasion of the following 
dream, to which, however, a predisposition must always 10 
have existed in my mind ; but, having been once roused, 
it never left me, and split into a thousand fantastic vari- 
ations, which often suddenly re-combined, locked back 
into startling unity, and restored the original dream. 

I thought that it was a Sunday morning in May ; that 15 
it was Easter Sunday, and as yet very early in the morn- 
ing. I was standing, as it seemed to me, at the door of 
my own cottage. Right before me lay the very scene 
which could really be commanded from that situation, 
but exalted, as was usual, and solemnized by the power 20 
of dreams. There were the same mountains, and the 
same lovely valley at their feet ; but the mountains were 
raised to more than Alpine height, and there was inter- 
space far larger between them of savannahs and forest 
lawns ; the hedges were rich with white roses ; and no 25 
living creature was to be seen, excepting that in the 
green churchyard there were cattle tranquilly reposing 
upon the verdant graves, and particularly round about 
the grave of a child whom I had once tenderly loved, 
just as I had really beheld them, a little before, sunrise, 30 
in the same summer when that child died. I gazed upon 
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the well-known scene, and I said to myself, " It yet 
wants much of sunrise ; and it is Easter Sunday ; and 
that is the day on which they celebrate the first-fruits 
of Resurrection. I will walk abroad; old griefs shall 
5 be forgotten to-day : for the air is cool and still, and 
the hills are high, and stretch away to heaven; and 
the churchyard is as verdant as the forest lawns, and the 
forest lawns are as quiet as the churchyard ; and with the 
dew I can wash the fever from my forehead ; and then 

10 1 shall be unhappy no longer." I turned, as if to open 
my garden gate, and immediately I saw upon the left a 
scene far different ; but which yet the power of dreams 
had reconciled into harmony. The scene was an ori- 
ental one ; and there also it was Easter Sunday, and very 

15 early in the morning. And at a vast distance were visi- 
ble, as a stain upon the horizon, the domes and cupolas 
of a great city — an image or faint abstraction, caught 
perhaps in childhood from some picture of Jerusalem. 
And not a bow-shot from me, upon a stone, shaded by 

20 Judean palms, there sat a woman ; and I looked, and it 
was — Ann ! She fixed her eyes upon me earnestly ; 
and I said to her at length, " So, then, I have found you 
at last." I waited ; but she answered me not a word. 
Her face was the same as when I saw it last ; the same, 

25 and yet, again, how different ! Seventeen years ago, 
when the lamp-light of mighty London fell upon her face, 
as for the last time I kissed her lips (lips, Ann, that to 
me were not polluted !), her eyes were streaming with 
tears. The tears were now no longer seen. Sometimes 

30 she seemed altered; yet again sometimes not altered; 
and hardly older. Her looks were tranquil, but with 
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unusual solemnity of expression, and I now gazed upon 
her with some awe. Suddenly her countenance grew 
dim ; and, turning to the mountains, I perceived vapours 
rolling between us ; in a moment all had vanished ; thick 
darkness came on ; and in the twinkling of an eye I was 5 
far away from mountains, and by lamp-light in London, 
walking again with Ann — just as we had walked, when 
both children, eighteen years before, along the endless 
terraces of Oxford Street. 

Then suddenly would come a dream of far different 10 
character — a tumultuous dream — commencing with a 
music such as now I often heard in sleep — music of 
preparation and of awakening suspense. The undulations 
of fast-gathering tumults were like the opening of the 
Coronation Anthem ; and, like that, gave the feeling of a 15 
multitudinous movement, of infinite cavalcades filing off, 
and the tread of innumerable armies. The morning was 
come of a mighty day — a day of crisis and of ultimate 
hope for human nature, then suffering mysterious eclipse, 
and labouring in some dread extremity. Somewhere, 20 
but I knew not where — somehow, but I knew not how 
— by some beings, but I knew not by whom — a battle, 
a strife, an agony, was travelling through all its stages — 
was evolving itself, like the catastrophe of some mighty 
drama, with which my sympathy was the more insupport- 25 
able from deepening confusion as to its local scene, its 
cause, its nature, and its undecipherable issue. I (as is 
usual in dreams where, of necessity, we make ourselves 
central to every movement) had the power, and yet had 
not the power, to decide it. I had the power, if I could 30 
raise myself to will it ; and yet again had not the power. 
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for the weight of twenty Atlantics was upon me, or the 
oppression of inexpiable guilt. " Deeper than ever plum- 
met sounded,'* I lay inactive. Then, like a chorus, the 
passion deepened. Some greater interest was at stake, 
5 some mightier cause, than ever yet the sword had 
pleaded, or trumpet had proclaimed. Then came sud- 
den alarms ; hurryings to and fro ; trepidations of innu- 
merable fugitives, I knew not whether from the good 
cause or the bad; darkness and lights; tempest and 

10 human faces ; and at last, with the sense that all was lost, 
female forms, and the features that were worth all the 
world to me ; and but a moment allowed — and clasped 
hands, with heart-breaking partings, and then — everlast- 
ing farewells ! and, with a sigh such as the caves of hell 

15 sighed when the incestuous mother uttered the abhorred 
name of Death, the sound was reverberated — everlasting 
farewells ! and again, and yet again reverberated — ever- 
lasting farewells ! 

And I awoke in struggles, and cried aloud, "I will 

20 sleep no more ! " 

Now, at last, I had become awestruck at the approach 
of sleep, under the condition of visions so afflicting, 
and so intensely life-like as those which persecuted my 
phantom-haunted brain. More and more also I felt 

25 violent palpitations in some internal region, such as are 
commonly, but erroneously, called palpitations of the 
heart — being, as I suppose, referable exclusively to 
derangements in the stomach. These were evidently 
increasing rapidly in frequency and in strength. Natu- 

30 rally, therefore, on considering how important my life 
had become to others besides myself, I became alarmed ; 
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and I paused seasonably; but with a difficulty that is 
past all description. Either way it seemed as though 
death had, in military language, " thrown himself astride 
of my path." Nothing short of mortal anguish, in a 
physical sense, it seemed, to wean myself from opium; 5 
yet, on the other hand, death through overwhelming 
nervous terrors — death by brain-fever or by lunacy — 
seemed too certainly to besiege the alternative course. 
Fortunately I had still so much of firmness left as to face 
that choice, which, with most of instant suffering, showed 10 
in the far distance a possibility of final escape. 

This possibility was realised : I did accomplish my 
escape. And the issue of that particular stage in my 
opium experiences (for such it was — simply a provi- 
sional stage, that paved the way subsequently for many 15 
milder stages, to which gradually my constitutional sys- 
tem accommodated itself) was, pretty nearly in the follow- 
ing words, communicated to my readers in the earliest 
edition of these Confessions : — 

I triumphed. But infer not, reader, from this word 20 
^^ triutnphed^^ a condition of joy or exultation. Think of 
me as of one, even when four months had passed, still 
agitated, writhing, throbbing, palpitating, shattered ; and 
much, perhaps, in . the situation of him who has been 
racked, as I collect the torments of that state from the 25 
affecting account of them left by a most innocent sufferer 
in the time of James I. Meantime, I derived no benefit 
from any medicine whatever, except ammoniated tincture 
of valerian. The moral of the narrative is addressed to 
the opium-eater ; and therefore, of necessity, limited in 30 
its application. If he is taught to fear and tremble, 
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enough has been effected. But he may say that the 
issue of my case is at least a proof that opium, after an 
eighteen years' use, and an eight years* abuse, of its 
powers, may still be renounced ; and that he may chance 
5 to bring to the task greater energy than I did, or that, 
with a stronger constitution, he may obtain the same 
results with less. This may be true; I would not pre- 
sume to measure the efforts of other men by my own. 
Heartily I wish him more resolution ; heartily I wish him 

10 an equal success. Nevertheless, I had motives external 
to myself which he may unfortunately want ; and these 
supplied me with conscientious supports, such as merely 
selfish interests might fail in supplying to a mind debili- 
tated by opium. 

15 Lord Bacon conjectures that it may be as painful to 
be born as to die. That seems probable ; and, during 
the whole period of diminishing the opium, I had the 
torments of a man passing out of one mode of existence 
into another, and liable to the mixed or the alternate 

20 pains of birth and death. The issue was not death, but 
a sort of physical regeneration ; and I may add that ever 
since, at intervals, I have had a restoration of more than 
youthful spirits. 

One memorial of my former condition nevertheless 

25 remains : my dreams are not calm ; the dread swell and 
agitation of the storm have not wholly subsided; the 
legions that encamped in them are drawing off, but not 
departed ; my sleep is still tumultuous ; and, like the 
gates of Paradise to our first parents when looking back 

30 from afar, it is still (in the tremendous line of Milton) — 
" With dreadful faces thronged and fiery arms," 
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Damascus, first-born of cities, Om el Denia, mother of 
generations, that wast before Abraham, that wast before 
the Pyramids ! what sounds are those that, from a pos- 
tern gate, looking eastwards over secret paths that wind 
away to the far distant desert, break the solemn silence 5 
of an oriental night? Whose voice is that which calls 
upon the spearmen, keeping watch for ever in the turret 
surmounting the gate, to receive him back into his Syrian 
home? Thou knowest him, Damascus, and hast known 
him in seasons of trouble as one learned in the afflictions 10 
of man ; wise alike to take counsel for the suffering spirit 
or for the suffering body. The voice that breaks upon 
the night is the voice of a great evangelist — one of the 
four; and he is also a great physician. This do the 
watchmen at the gate thankfully acknowledge, and joy- 15 
fully they give him entrance. His sandals are white with 
dust; for he has been roaming for weeks beyond the 
desert, under the guidance of Arabs, on missions of 
hopeful benignity to Palmyra ; and in spirit he is weary 
of all things, except faithfulness to God, and burning love 20 
to man. 

Eastern cities are asleep betimes ; and sounds few or 
147 
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none fretted the quiet of all around him, as the evange- 
list paced onward to the market-place ; but there another 
scene awaited him On the right hand, in an upper 
chamber, with lattices widely expanded, sat a festal com- 
5 pany of youths, revelling under a noonday blaze of light 
from cressets and from bright tripods that burned fra- 
grant woods' — all joining in choral songs, all crowned 
with odorous wreaths from Daphne and the banks of the 
Orontes. Them the evangelist heeded not ; but far away 

10 upon the left, close upon a sheltered nook, lighted up by 
a solitary vase of iron fretwork filled with cedar boughs, 
and hoisted high upon a spear, behold there sat a woman 
of loveliness so transcendent that, when suddenly re- 
vealed, as now, out of deepest darkness, she appalled 

15 men as a mockery, or a birth of the air. Was she born of 
woman? Was it perhaps the angel — so the evangeHst 
argued with himself — that met him in the desert after 
sunset, and strengthened him by secret talk? The evan- 
gelist went up, and touched her forehead ; and, when he 

20 found that she was indeed human, and guessed, from the 
station which she had chosen, that she waited for some 
one amongst this dissolute crew as her companion, he 
groaned heavily in spirit, and said, half to himself, but 
half to her, " Wert thou, poor ruined flower, adorned so 

25 divinely at thy birth — glorified in such excess that not 
Solomon in all his pomp — no, nor even the lilies of the 
field — can approach thy gifts — only that thou shouldest 
grieve the Holy Spirit of God? '* The woman trembled 
exceedingly, and said, " Rabbi, what shpuld I do ? For 

30 behold ! all men forsake me." The evangelist mused a 
little, and then secretly to himself he said, " Now will I 
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search this woman's heart — whether in very truth it 
inclineth itself to God, and hath strayed only before 
fiery compulsion." Turning therefore to the woman, the 
Prophet said, "Listen: I am the messenger of Him 
whom thou hast not known ; of Him that made Lebanon 5 
and the cedars of Lebanon ; that made the sea, and the 
heavens, and the host of the stars ; that made the light ; 
that made the darkness ; that blew the spirit of life into 
the nostrils of man. His messenger I am : and from 
Him all power is given me to bind and to loose, to build 10 
and to pull down. Ask, therefore, whatsoever thou wilt 
— great or small — and through me thou shalt receive it 
firom God. But, my child, ask not amiss. For God is 
able out of thy own evil asking to weave snares for thy 
footing. And oftentimes to the lambs whom He loves 15 
He gives by seeming to refuse ; gives in some better sense, 
or" (and his voice swelled into the power of anthems) "in 
some far happier world. Now, therefore, my daughter, 
be wise on thy own behalf; and say what it is that I shall 
ask for thee from God." But the Daughter of Lebanon 20 
needed not his caution; for immediately, dropping on 
one knee to God's ambassador, whilst the full radiance 
from the cedar torch fell upon the glory of a penitential 
eye, she raised her clasped hands in supplication, and said, 
in answer to the evangelist asking for a second time what 25 
gift he should call down upon her from Heaven, " Lord, 
that thou wouldest put me back into my father's house." 
And the evangelist, because he was human, dropped a 
tear as he stooped to kiss her forehead, saying, " Daugh- 
ter, thy prayer is heard in heaven ; and I tell thee that 30 
the day-light shall not come and go for thirty times, not 
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for the thirtieth time shall the sun drop behind Lebanon, 
before I will put thee back in thy father's house." 

Thus the lovely lady came into the guardianship of the 
evangelist. She sought not to varnish her history, or to 
5 palliate her own transgressions. In so far as she had 
offended at all, her case was that of millions in every 
generation. Her father was a prince in Lebanon, proud, 
unforgiving, austere. The wrongs done to his daughter 
by her dishonourable lover, because done under favour of 

10 opportunities created by her confidence in his integrity, 
her father persisted in resenting as wrongs done by this 
injured daughter herself; and, refusing to her all protec- 
tion, drove her, whilst yet confessedly innocent, into 
criminal compliances under sudden necessities of seeking 

15 daily bread from her own uninstructed efforts. Great 
was the wrong she suffered both from father and lover ; 
great was the retribution. She lost a churlish father and 
a wicked lover ; she gained an apostolic guardian. She 
lost a princely station in Lebanon ; she gained an early 

20 heritage in heaven. For this heritage is hers within thirty 
days, if she will not defeat it herself. And, whilst the 
stealthy motion of time travelled towards this thirtieth 
day, behold ! a burning fever desolated Damascus, which 
also laid its arrest upon the daughter of Lebanon, yet 

25 gently, and so that hardly for an hour did it withdraw her 
from the heavenly teachings of the evangelist. And thus 
daily the doubt was strengthened — would the holy apostle 
suddenly touch her with his hand, and say, " Woman, be 
thou whole ! " or would he present her on the thirtieth day 

30 as a pure bride to Christ? But perfect freedom belongs 
to Christian service, and she only must make the election. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE DAUGHTER OF LEBANON. 151 

Up rose the sun on the thirtieth morning in all his 
pomp, but suddenly was darkened by driving storms. 
Not until noon was the heavenly orb again revealed ; 
then the glorious light was again unmasked, and again 
the Syrian valleys rejoiced. This was the hour already 5 
appointed for the baptism of the new Christian daughter. 
Heaven and earth shed gratulation on the happy festival ; 
and, when all was finished, under an awning raised above 
the level roof of her dwelling-house, the regenerate daugh- 
ter of Lebanon, looking over the rose-gardens of Damascus, 10 
with amplest prospect of her native hills, lay in blissful 
trance, making proclamation, by her white baptismal 
robes, of recovered innocence and of reconciliation with 
God. And, when the sun was declining to the west, the 
evangelist, who had sat from noon by the bedside of his 15 
spiritual daughter, rose solemnly, and said, " Lady of 
Lebanon, the day is already come, and the hour is com- 
ing, in which my covenant must be fulfilled with thee. 
Wilt thou, therefore, being now wiser in thy thoughts, 
suffer God thy new Father to give by seeming to refuse ; 20 
to give in some better sense, or in some far happier 
world ? " But the Daughter of Lebanon sorrowed at these 
words ; she yearned after her native hills, not for them- 
selves, but because there it was that she had left that sweet 
twin-bom sister with whom from infant days hand-in-hand 25 
she had wandered amongst the everlasting cedars. And 
again the evangelist sat down by her bedside ; whilst she by 
intervals communed with him, and by intervals slept gently 
under the oppression of her fever. But, as evening drew 
nearer, and it wanted now but a brief space to the going 30 
down of the sun, once again, and with deeper solemnity. 
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the evangelist rose to his feet, and said, " O daughter ! 
this is the thirtieth day, and the sun is drawing near to 
his rest ; brief, therefore, is the time within which I must 
fulfil the word that God spoke to thee by me." Then, 
5 'because light clouds of delirium were playing about her 
brain, he raised his pastoral staff, and, pointing it to her 
temples, rebuked the clouds, and bade that no more they 
should trouble her vision, or stand between her and the 
forests of Lebanon. And the delirious clouds parted 

10 asunder, breaking away to the right and to the left. But 
upon the forests of Lebanon there hung a mighty mass 
of overshadowing vapours, bequeathed by the morning's 
storm. And a second time the evangelist raised his 
pastoral staff, and, pointing it to the gloomy vapours, 

15 rebuked them, and bade that no more they should stand 
between his daughter and her father's house. And 
immediately the dark vapours broke away from Lebanon 
to the right and to the left ; and the farewell radiance of 
the sun lighted up all the paths that ran between the 

20 everlasting cedars and her father's palace. But vainly 
the lady of Lebanon searched every path with her eyes 
for memorials of her sister. And the evangehst, pitying 
her sorrow, turned away her eyes to the clear blue sky, 
which the departing vapours had exposed. And he 

25 showed her the peace which was there. And then he 
said, " O daughter ! this also is but a mask." And 
immediately for the third time he raised his pastoral staff, 
and, pointing it to the fair blue sky, he rebuked it, and 
bade that no more it should stand between her and the 

30 vision of God. Immediately the blue sky parted to the 
right and to the left, laying bare the infinite revelations 
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that can be made visible only to dying eyes. And the 
Daughter of Lebanon said to the evangelist, " O father ! 
what armies are these that I see mustering within the 
infinite chasm?" And the evangelist replied, "These 
are the armies of Christ, and they are mustering to 5 
receive some dear human blossom, some first-fruits of 
Christian faith, that shall rise this night to Christ from 
Damascus." Suddenly, as thus the child of Lebanon 
gazed upon the mighty vision, she saw bending forward 
from the heavenly host, as if in gratulation to herself the 10 
one countenance for which she hungered and thirsted. 
The twin-sister, that should have waited for her in Leba- 
non, had died of grief, and was waiting for her in Paradise. 
Immediately in rapture she soared upwards from her 
couch; immediately in weakness she fell back; and, 15 
being caught by the evangelist, she flung her arms around 
his neck ; whilst he breathed into her ear his final whis- 
per, "Wilt thou now suffer that God should give by 
seeming to refuse?" — "Oh yes — yes — yes," was the 
fervent answer from the Daughter 6f Lebanon. Immedi- 20 
ately the evangelist gave the signal to the heavens, and 
the heavens gave the signal to the sun ; and in one min- 
ute after the Daughter of Lebanon had fallen back a 
marble corpse amongst her white baptismal robes ; the 
solar orb dropped behind Lebanon ; and the evangelist, 25 
with eyes glorified by mortal and immortal tears, rendered 
thanks to God that had thus accomplished the word 
which he spoke through himself to the Magdalen of Leba- 
non — that not for the thirtieth time should the sun go 
down behind her native hills before he had put her back 30 
into her Father's house. 
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levana and our ladies of 

SORROW. 



Oftentimes at Oxford I saw Levana in my dreams. I 
knew her by her Roman symbols. Who is Levana? 
Reader, that do not pretend to have much leisure for 
very much scholarship, you will not be angry with me for 
5 telling you. Levana was the Roman goddess that per- 
formed for the new-born infant the earHest office of en- 
nobling kindness, — typical, by its mode, of that grandeur 
which belongs to man everywhere, and of that benignity 
in powers invisible which even in pagan worlds sometimes 

10 descends to sustain it. At the very moment of birth, just 
as the infant tasted for the first time the atmosphere of 
our troubled planet, it was laid on the ground. But 
immediately, lest so grand a creature should grovel there 
for more than one instant, either the paternal hand, as 

15 proxy for the goddess Levana, or some near kinsman, as 
proxy for the father, raised it upright, bade it look erect 
as the king of all this world, and presented its forehead 
to the stars, saying, perhaps, in his heart, " Behold what 
is greater than yourselves ! " This symboHc act repre- 

2osented the function of Levana. And that mysterious 
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lady, who never revealed her face (except to me in 
dreams), but always acted by delegation, had her name 
from the Latin verb (as still it is the Italian verb) levare, 
to raise aloft. 

This is the explanation of Levana, and hence it has 5 
arisen that some people have understood by Levana the 
tutelary power that controls the education of the nursery. 
She, that would not suffer at his birth even a prefigurative 
or mimic degradation for her awful ward, far less could be 
supposed to suffer the real degradation attaching to the 10 
non- development of his powers. She therefore watches 
over human education. Now the word educo^ with the 
penultimate short, was derived (by a process often ex- 
emplified in the crystallisation of languages) from the 
word educo, with the penultimate long. Whatever educes 15 
or develops, educates. By the education of Levana, 
therefore, is meant, — not the poor machinery that moves 
by spelling-books and grammars, but by that mighty 
system of central forces hidden in the deep bosom of 
human life, which by passion, by strife, by temptation, by 20 
the energies of resistance, works for ever upon children, 
— resting not night or day, any more than the mighty 
wheel of day and night themselves, whose moments, like 
restless spokes, are glimmering for ever as they revolve. 

If, then, these are the ministries by which Levana 25 
works, how profoundly must she reverence the agencies 
of grief. But you, reader ! think, — that children are not 
liable to such grief as mine. There are two senses in the 
word generally, — the sense of EucHd, where it means 
universally (or in the whole extent of the genus), and in 30 
a foolish sense of this word, where it means usually. Now, 
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I am far from saying that children universally are capable 
of grief like mine. But there are more than you ever 
heard of who die of grief in this island of ours. I will tell 
you a common case. The rules of Eton require that a 
5 boy on ih^ foundation should be there twelve years : he 
is superannuated at eighteen, consequently he must come 
at six. Children torn away from mothers and sisters at 
that age not unfrequently die. I speak of what I know. 
The complaint is not entered by the registrar as grief; 

10 but that it is. Grief of that sort, and at that age, has 
killed more than have ever been counted amongst its 
martyrs. 

Therefore it is that Levana often communes with the 
powers that shake a man's heart : therefore it is that she 

15 dotes on grief. " These ladies," said I softly to myself, 
on seeing the ministers with whom Levana was convers- 
ing, " these are the Sorrows ; and they are three in num- 
ber, as the Graces are three, who dress man's life with 
beauty : the Parcel are three, who weave the dark arras 

20 of man's life in their mysterious loom, always with col- 
ours sad in part, sometimes angry with tragic crimson 
and black ; the Furies are three, who visit with retribu- 
tion called from the other side of the grave offences 
that walk upon this ; and once even the Muses were but 

25 three, who fit the harp, the trumpet, or the lute, to the 
great burdens of man's impassioned creations. These 
are the Sorrows, all three of whom I know." The last 
words I say now ; but in Oxford I said, " One of whom 
I know, and the others too surely I shall know." For 

30 already, in my fervent youth, I saw (dimly relieved upon 
the dark background of my dreams) the imperfect linea- 
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ments of the awful sisters. These sisters — by what name 
shall we call them? If I say simply, "The Sorrows," 
there will be a chance of mistaking the term ; it might 
be understood of individual sorrow, — separate cases of 
sorrow, — whereas I want a term expressing the mighty 5 
abstractions that incarnate themselves in all individual 
sufferings of man's heart; and I»wish to have these ab- 
stractions presented as impersonations, that is, as clothed 
with human attributes of Ufe, and with functions point- 
ing to flesh. Let us call them, therefore. Our Ladies of 10 
Sorrow, I know them thoroughly, and have walked in 
all their kingdoms. Three sisters they are, of one mys- 
terious household ; and their paths are wide apart ; but 
of their dominion there is no end. Them I saw often 
conversing with Levana, and sometimes about myself. 15 
Do they talk, then? O, no! mighty phantoms like 
these disdain the infirmities of language. They may 
utter voices through the organs of man when they 
dwell in human hearts, but amongst themselves there 
is no voice nor sound; eternal silence reigns in their 20 
kingdoms. They spoke not, as they talked with Levana ; 
they whispered not; they sang not; though oftentimes 
methought they might have sung, for I upon earth had 
heard their mysteries oftentimes deciphered by harp 
and timbrel, by dulcimer and organ. Like God, whose 25 
servants they are, they utter their pleasure, not by sounds 
that perish, or by words that go astray, but by signs in 
heaven, by changes on earth, by pulses in secret rivers, 
heraldries painted on darkness, and hieroglyphics writ- 
ten on the tablets of the brain. They wheeled in mazes ; 30 
/ spelled the steps. They telegraphed from afar ; / read 
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the signals. They conspired together ; and on the mir- 
rors of darkness my eye traced the plots. Theirs were 
the symbols ; mine are the words. 

What is it the sisters are ? What is it that they do ? 

5 Let me describe their form, and their presence : if form 

it were that still fluctuated in its outline, or presence it 

were that for ever advanced to the front, or for ever 

receded amongst shades. 

The eldest of the three is named Mater Lachrymarum, 

10 Our Lady of Tears. She it is that night and day raves 
and moans, calling for vanished faces. She stood in 
Rama, where a voice was heard of lamentation, — Rachel 
weeping for her children, and refusing to be comforted. 
She it was that stood in Bethlehem on the night when 

15 Herod's sword swept its nurseries of Innocents, and the 
little feet were stiffened for ever, which, heard at times 
as they tottered along floors overhead, woke pulses of 
love in household hearts that were not unmarked in 
heaven. 

20 Her eyes are sweet and subtle, ^dld and sleepy, by 
turns ; oftentimes rising to the clouds, oftentimes chal- 
lenging the heavens. She wears a diadem round her 
head. And I knew by childish memories that she could 
go abroad upon the winds, when she heard the sobbing 

25 of litanies or the thundering of organs, and when she 
beheld the mustering of summer clouds. This sister, the 
eldest, it is that carries keys more than papal at her 
girdle, which open every cottage and every palace. She, 
to my knowledge, sat all last summer by the bedside of 

30 the blind beggar, him that so often and so gladly I 
talked with, whose pious daughter, eight years old, with 
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the sunny countenance, resisted the temptations of play 
and village mirth to travel all day long on dusty roads 
with her afflicted father. For this did God send her a 
great reward. In the spring-time of the year, and whilst 
yet her own Spring was budding, he recalled her to him- 5 
self. But her blind father mourns for ever over her ; 
still he dreams at midnight that the little guiding hand is 
locked within his own ; and still he wakens to a darkness 
that is now within a second and a deeper darkness. 
This Mater Lachrymarum has also been sitting all this 10 
winter of 1844-5 within the bed-chamber of the Czar, 
bringing before his eyes a daughter (not less pious) that 
vanished to God not less suddenly, and left behind her 
a darkness not less profound. By the power of the keys 
it is that Our Lady of Tears glides a ghostly intruder into 15 
the chambers of sleepless men, sleepless women, sleepless 
children, from Ganges to Nile, from Nile to Mississippi. 
And her, because she is the first-born of her house, and 
has the widest empire, let us honour with the title of 
" Madonna ! ** 20 

The second sister is called Mater Suspiriorum — Our 
Lady of Sighs. She never scales the clouds, nor walks 
abroad upon the winds. She wears no diadem. And 
her eyes, if they were ever seen, would be neither sweet 
nor subtle ; no man could read their story ; they would 25 
be found filled with perishing dreams, and with wrecks 
of forgotten deUrium. But she raises not her eyes ; her 
head, on which sits a dilapidated turban, droops for ever, 
for ever fastens on the dust. She weeps not. She 
groans not. But she sighs inaudibly at intervals. Her 30 
sister, Madonna, is oftentimes stormy and frantic, raging 
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in the highest against heaven, and demanding back her 
darlings. But Our Lady of Sighs never clamours, never 
defies, dreams not of rebellious aspirations. She is 
humble to abjectness. Hers is the meekness that 
5 belongs to the hopeless. Murmur she may, but it is in 
her sleep. Whisper she may, but it is to herself in the 
twilight. Mutter she does at times, but it is in solitary 
places that are desolate as she is desolate, in ruined 
cities, and when the sun has gone down to his rest. 

10 This sister is the visitor of the Pariah, of the Jew, of the 
bondsman to the oar in the Mediterranean galleys ; and 
of the English criminal in Norfolk Island, blotted out 
from the books of remembrance in sweet far-off Eng- 
land ; of the baffled penitent reverting his eyes for ever 

15 upon a solitary grave, which to him seems the altar 
overthrown of some past and bloody sacrifice, on which 
altar no oblations can now be availing, whether towards 
pardon that he might implore, or towards reparation that 
he might attempt. Every slave that at noonday looks 

20 up to the tropical sun with timid reproach, as he points 
with one hand to the earth, our general mother, but for 
him a stepmother, — as he points with the other hand to 
the Bible, our general teacher, but against him sealed 
and sequestered; — every woman sitting in darkness, 

25 without love to shelter her head, or hope to illumine 
her solitude, because the heaven-born instincts kindling 
in her nature germs of holy affections which God im- 
planted in her womanly bosom, having been stifled by 
social necessities, now burn sullenly to waste, like sepul- 

30 chral lamps amongst the ancients ; every nun defrauded 
of her unreturning May-time by wicked kinsman, whom 
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God will judge; every captive in every dungeon; all 
that are betrayed and all that are rejected outcasts by 
traditionary law, and children of hereditary disgrace, — 
all these walk with Our Lady of Sighs. She also carries 
a key ; but she needs it . little. For her kingdom is 5 
chiefly amongst the tents of Sfiem, and the houseless 
vagrant of every clime. Yet in the very highest walks 
of man she finds chapels of her own; and even in 
glorious England there are some that, to the world, carry 
their heads as proudly as the reindeer, who yet secretly 10 
have received her mark upon their foreheads. 

But the third sister, who is also the youngest ! 

Hush, whisper whilst we talk of her / Her kingdom is 
not large, or else no flesh should hve ; but within that 
kingdom all power is hers. Her head, turreted like that 15 
of Cybele, rises almost beyond the reach of sight. She 
droops not ; and her eyes rising so high might be hidden 
by distance ; but, being what they are, they cannot be 
hidden ; through the treble veil of crape which she wears, 
the fierce light of a blazing misery, that rests not for 20 
matins or for vespers, for noon of day or noon of night, 
for ebbing or for flowing tide, may be read from the very 
ground. She is the defier of God. She is also the 
mother of lunacies, and the suggestress of suicides. 
Deep lie the roots of her power ; but narrow is the na- 25 
tion that she rules. For she can approach only those in 
whom a profound nature has been upheaved by central 
convulsions ; in whom the heart trembles, and the brain 
rocks under conspiracies of tempest from without and 
tempest fro» within. Madonna moves with uncertain 30 
steps, fast or slow, but still with tragic grace. Our Lady 
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of Sighs creeps timidly and stealthily. But this youngest 
sister moves with incalculable motions, bounding, and with 
tiger's leaps. She carries no key; for, though coming 
rarely amongst men, she storms all doors at which she is 

5 permitted to enter at all. And her name is Mater Tene- 
brarum — Our Lady of Darkness. 

These were the Semnai Theaiy or Sublime Goddesses, 
these were the Eumenides, or Gracious Ladies (so called 
by antiquity in shuddering propitiation), of my Oxford 

iQ dreams. Madonna spoke. She spoke by her mysterious 

hand. Touching my head, she said to Our Lady of 

Sighs ; and what she spoke, translated out of the signs 

which (except in dreams) no man reads, was this : — 

" Lo ! here is he, whom in childhood I dedicated to 

15 my altars. This is he that once I made my darling. 
Him I led astray, him I beguiled, and from heaven I 
stole away his young heart to mine. Through me did he 
become idolatrous ; and through me it was, by languish- 
ing desires, that he worshipped the worm, and prayed to 

20 the wormy grave. Holy was the grave to him ; lovely 
was its darkness ; saintly its corruption. Him, this young 
idolator, I have seasoned for thee, dear gentle Sister of 
Sighs ! Do thou take him now to thy heart, and season 
him for our dreadful sister. And thou," — turning to 

25 the Mater Tenebraruin, she said, — " wicked sister, that 
temptest and hatest, do thou take him from her. See 
that thy sceptre He heavy on his head. Suffer not woman 
and her tenderness to sit near him in his darkness. 
Banish the frailties of hope, wither the relenting of love, 

30 scorch the fountain of tears, curse him as only thou canst 
curse. So shall he be accomplished in the furnace, so 
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shall he see the things that ought not to be seen, sights 
that are abominable, and secrets that are unutterable. 
So shall he read elder truths, sad truths, grand truths, 
fearful truths. So shall he rise again before he dies, and 
so shall our commission be accomplished which from 
God we had, — to plague his heart until we had unfolded 
the capacities of his spirit." 
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De Quincey's Letter in the London Magazine for 
December, 1821. 

To the Editor of the London Magazine, 

Sir, 

» » » » » * 

But to leave this subject, and to pass to another more 
immediately connected with your Journal : — I have seen in 
the Sheffield Iris a notice of my two papers entitled Con- 
fessions of an English Opium-eater. Notice of any sort from 
Mr. Montgomery could not have failed to gratify me, by prov- 
ing that I had so far succeeded in my efforts as to catch the 
attention of a distinguished man of genius : a notice so em- 
phatic as this, and introduced by an exordium of so much 
beauty as that contained in the two first paragraphs on the 
faculty of dreaming, I am bound in gratitude to acknowledge 
as a more flattering expression and memorial of success than 
•any which I had allowed myself to anticipate. 

I am not sorry that a passage in Mr. Montgomery's com- 
ments enables me to take notice of a doubt which had reached 
me before. The passage I mean is this : in the fourth page 
of the Iris, amongst the remarks with which Mr. Montgomery 
has introduced the extracts which he has done me the honour 
to make, it is said — " whether this character " (the character 
in which the Opium-eater speaks) " be real or imaginary, we 
know not." The same doubt was reported to me as having 
been made in another quarter, but in that instance as clothed 
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in such discourteous expressions that I do not think it would 
have been right for me, or that on a principle of just self- 
respect I could have brought myself, to answer it at all ; which 
I say in no anger, and I hope with no other pride than that 
which may reasonably influence any man in refusing an answer 
to all direct impeachments of his veracity. From Mr. Mont- 
gomery, however, this scruple on the question of authenticity 
comes in the shape which might have been anticipated from 
his own courteous and honourable nature, and implies no 
more than a suggestion (in one view perhaps complimentary 
to myself) that the whole might be professedly and intention- 
ally a fictitious case as respected the incidents, and chosen as 
a more impressive form for communicating some moral or 
medical admonitions to the unconfirmed Opium-eater. Thus 
shaped, I cannot have any right to quarrel with this scruple. 
But on many accounts I should be sorry that such a view 
were taken of the narrative by those who may have happened 
to read it. And therefore I assure Mr. Montgomery, in this 
public way, that the entire Confessions were designed to con- 
vey a narrative of my own experience as an Opium-eater, 
drawn up with entire simplicity and fidelity to the facts ; from 
which they can in no respect have deviated, except by such 
trifling inaccuracies of date, &c., as the memoranda I have 
with me in London would not, in all cases, enable me to 
reduce to certainty. Over and above the want of these 
memoranda, I laboured sometimes (as I will acknowledge) 
under another, and a graver embarrassment : — To tell nothing 
but the truth must, in all cases, be an unconditional moral 
law : to tell the whole truth is not equally so : in the earlier 
narrative I acknowledge that I could not always do this : 
regards of delicacy towards some who are yet living, and of 
just tenderness to the memory of others who are dead, obliged 
me, at various points of my narrative, to suppress what would 
have added interest to the story, and sometimes, perhaps, have 
left impressions on the reader favourable to other purposes of 
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an autobiographer. In cases which touch too closely on their 
own rights and interests, all men should hesitate to trust their 
own judgment : thus far I imposed a restraint upon myself, as 
all just and conscientious men would do : in everything else 
I spoke fearlessly, and as if writing private memoirs for my 
own dearest friends. Events, indeed, in my life, connected 
with so many remembrances of grief, and sometimes of self- 
reproach, had become too sacred from habitual contemplation 
to be altered or distorted for the unworthy purposes of sceni- 
cal effect and display, without violating those feelings of self- 
respect which all men should cherish, and giving a lasting 
wound to my conscience. 

Having replied to the question involved in the passage 
quoted from the Iris, I ought to notice an objection conveyed 
to me through many channels, and in too friendly terms to 
have been overlooked if I had thought it unfounded : whereas, 
I believe it is a very just one. — It is this: that I have so 
managed the second narrative as to leave an overbalance on 
the side of the pleasures of opium, and that the very horrors 
themselves, described as connected with the use of opium, do 
not pass the limit of pleasure. — I know not how to excuse 
myself on this head, unless by alleging (what is obvious 
enough) that to describe any pains, of any class, and that at 
perfect leisure for choosing and rejecting thoughts and ex- 
pressions, is a most difficult task. In my case I scarcely 
know whether it is competent to me to allege further that 1 
was limited, both as to space and time, so long as it appears 
on the face of my paper that I did not turn all that I had of 
either to the best account. It is known to you, however, that 
I wrote in extreme haste, and under very depressing circum- 
stances in other respects. — On the whole, perhaps, the best 
way of meeting this objection will be to send you a Third Part 
of my Confessions * : drawn up with such assistance from 

* In the Third Part I will fill up an omission noticed by the Medical 
Intelligencer (No. 24) : viz. the omission to record the particular effects 
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fuller memoranda, and the recollections of my only companion 
during those years, as I shall be able to command on my 
return to the north. I hope that I shall be able to return 
thither in the course of next week : and, therefore, by the end 
of January, or thereabouts, I shall have found leisure from my 
other employments to finish it to my own satisfaction. I do 
not venture to hope that it will realize the whole of what is 
felt to be wanting ; but it is fit that I should make the effort, 
if it were only to meet the expressions of interest in my pre- 
vious papers which have reached me from all quarters, or to 
mark my sense of the personal kindness which, in many cases, 
must have dictated the terms in which that interest was 
conveyed. 

This, I think, is what I had to say. Some things which 
I might have been disposed to add would not be fitting in a 
public letter. Let me say, however, generally, that these two 
papers of mine, short and inconsiderable as they are, have, in 
one way, produced a disproportionate result, though but of a 
personal nature, by leading to many kind acts, and generous 
services, and expressions of regard, in many different shapes, 
from men of talents in London. 

To these hereafter I shall look back as to a fund of pleasant 
remembrances. Meantime, for the present, they have ren- 
dered me a service not less acceptable by making my residence 
in London, in many respects, agreeable, at a time when, on 
other accounts, it should naturally have been far otherwise. 
I remain. Sir, 

Your faithful friend and servant, 

X. Y. Z. 

London, Nov, 27, 1821. 

of the Opium between 1804-12. This Medical Intelligencer is a sort ot 
digest or analytic summary of contemporary medical essays, reviews, &c., 
wherever dispersed. Of its general merits I cannot pretend to judge : 
but, in justice to the writer of the article which respects myself, I ought 
to say that it is the most remarkable specimen of skilful abridgment and 
judicious composition that I remember to have met with. 
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The Appendix to the Confessions on their First 
Publication in Book Form in 1822. 

The Proprietors of this little work having determined on 
reprinting it, some explanation seems called for, to account 
for the non-appearance of a Third Part promised in the 
London Magazine of December last ; and the more so because 
the proprietors, under whose guarantee that promise was 
issued, might otherwise be implicated in the blame — little 
or much — attached to its non-fulfilment. This blame, in 
mere justice, the author takes wholly upon himself. What 
may be the exact amount of the guilt which he thus appropri- 
ates is a very dark question to his own judgment, and not 
much illuminated by any of the masters on casuistry whom he 
has consulted on the occasion. On the one hand, it seems 
generally agreed that a promise is binding in the inverse 
ratio of the numbers to whom it is made : for which reason 
it is that we see many persons break promises without scruple 
that are made to a whole nation who keep their faith reli- 
giously in all private engagements, — breaches of promise 
towards the stronger party being committed at a man's own 
peril. On the other hand, the only parties interested in the 
promises of an author are his readers ; and these it is a point 
of modesty in any author to believe as few as possible ; or 
perhaps only one, — in which case any promise imposes a 
sanctity of moral obligation which it is shocking to think of. 
Casuistry dismissed, however, the author throws himself on 
the indulgent consideration of all who may conceive them- 
selves aggrieved by his delay, in the following account of his 
own condition from the end of last year, when the engage- 
ment was made, up nearly to the present time. For any 
purpose of self-excuse, it might be sufficient to say that intol- 
erable bodily suffering had totally disabled him for almost 
any exertion of mind, more especially for such as demand 
and presuppose a pleasurable and a genial state of feeling ; 
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but, as a case that may by possibility contribute a trifle to the 
medical history of Opium in a further stage of its action than 
can often have been brought under the notice of professional 
men, he has judged that it might be acceptable to some 
readers to have it described more at length. Fiat experi- 
mentum in corpore vili is a just rule where there is any rea- 
sonable presumption of benefit to arise on a large scale. 
What the benefit may be will admit of a doubt ; but there 
can be none as to the value of the body : for a more worthless 
body than his own, the author is free to confess, cannot be. 
It is his pride to believe that it is the very ideal of a base, 
crazy, despicable human system, that hardly ever could have 
been meant to be sea-worthy for two days under the ordinary 
storms and wear-and-tear of life : and, indeed, if that were the 
creditable way of disposing of human bodies, he must own 
that he should almost be ashamed to bequeath his wretched 
structure to any respectable dog. — But now to the case; 
which, for the sake of avoiding the constant recurrence of a 
cumbersome periphrasis, the author will take the liberty of 
giving in the first person. 

Those who have read the Confessions will have closed 
them with the impression that I had wholly renounced the 
use of Opium. This impression I meant to convey, and that 
for two reasons : first, because the very act of deliberately 
recording such a state of suffering necessarily presumes in the 
recorder a power of surveying his own case as a cool spectator, 
and a degree of spirits for adequately describing it, which it 
would be inconsistent to suppose in any person speaking from 
the station of an actual suiferer ; secondly, because I, who had 
descended from so large a quantity as 8000 drops to so small 
a one (comparatively speaking) as a quantity ranging between 
300 and 160 drops, might well suppose that the victory was 
in effect achieved. In suffering my readers, therefore, to 
think of me as of a reformed Opium-eater, I left no impression 
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but what I shared myself; and, as may be seen, even this 
impression was left to be collected from the general tone of 
the conclusion, and not from any specific words, — which are 
in no instance at variance with the literal truth. — In no long 
time after that paper was written, I became sensible that the 
effort which remained would cost me far more energy than 
I had anticipated ; and the necessity for making it was more 
apparent every month. In particular, I became aware of an 
increasing callousness or defect of sensibility in the stomach ; 
and this I imagined might imply a scirrhous state of that 
organ, either formed or forming. An eminent physician, to 
whose kindness I was at that time deeply indebted, informed 
me that such a termination of my case was not impossible, 
though likely to be forestalled by a different termination, in 
the event of my continuing the use of opium. Opium, there- 
fore, I resolved wholly to abjure, as soon as I should find 
myself at liberty to bend ray undivided attention and energy 
to this purpose. It was not, however, until the 24th of June 
last that any tolerable concurrence of facilities for such an 
attempt arrived. On that day I began my experiment, hav- 
ing previously settled in my own mind that I would not 
flinch, but would " stand up to the scratch," under any possi- 
ble "punishment." I must premise that about 170 or 180 
drops had been my ordinary allowance for many months. 
Occasionally I had run up as high as 500, and once nearly to 
700. In repeated preludes to my final experiment I had also 
gone as low as 100 drops, but had found it impossible to stand 
it beyond the fourth day, — which, by the way, I have always 
found more difficult to get over than any of the preceding 
three. I went off under easy sail — 130 drops a day for three 
days: on the fourth I plunged at once to 80. The misery 
which I now suffered " took the conceit " out of me at once ; 
and for about a month I continued off and on about this 
mark : then I sunk to 60, and the next day to — none at all. 
This was the first day for nearly ten years that I had existed 
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without opium. I persevered in my abstinence for ninety 

hours ; that is, upwards of half a week. Then I took 

ask me not how much : say, ye severest, what would ye have 
done ? Then I abstained again : then took 25 drops ; then 
abstained ; and so on. 

Meantime the symptoms which attended my case for the 
first six weeks of the experiment were these : enormous irrita- 
bility and excitement of the whole system ; the stomach, in 
particular, restored to a full feeling of vitality and sensibility, 
but often in great pain; unceasing restlessness night and 
day : sleep — I scarcely knew what it was : three hours out 
of the twenty-four was the utmost I had, and that so agitated 
and shallow that I heard every sound that was near me : lower 
jaw constantly swelling : mouth ulcerated : and many other 
distressing symptoms that would be tedious to repeat; 
amongst which, however, I must mention one, because it 
had never failed to accompany any attempt to renounce 
opium, — viz. violent sternutation. This now became exceed- 
ingly troublesome ; sometimes lasting for two hours at once, 
and recurring at least twice or three times a day. I was not 
much surprised at this, on recollecting what I had somewhere 
heard or read that the membrane which lines the nostrils is 
a prolongation of that which lines the stomach ; whence, I 
believe, are explained the inflammatory appearances about 
the nostrils of dram-drinkers. The sudden restoration of its 
original sensibility to the stomach expressed itself, I suppose, 
in this way. It is remarkable also that, during the whole 
period of years through which I had taken opium, I had never 
once caught cold (as the phrase is), nor even the slightest 
cough. But now a violent cold" attacked me, and a cough 
soon after. In an unfinished fragment of a letter begun 

about this time to , I find these words : " You ask me to 

write the . Do you know Beaumont and Fletcher's 

play of Thierry and Theodoret ? There you will see my case 
as to sleep ; nor is it much of an exaggeration in other feat- 
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ures. I protest to you that I have a greater influx of thoughts 
in one hour at present than in a whole year under the reign 
of opium. It seems as though all the thoughts which had 
been frozen up for a decade of years by opium had now, 
according to the old fable, been thawed at once, such a mul- 
titude stream in upon me from all quarters. Yet such is my 
impatience and hideous irritability that, for one which I 
detain and write down, fifty escape me. In spite of my 
weariness from suifering and want of sleep, I cannot stand 
still or sit for two minutes together. < / nunc^ et versus tecum 
meditare canoros.'' " 

At this stage of my experiment I sent to a neighbouring 
surgeon, requesting that he would come over to see ftie. In 
the evening he came; and, after briefly stating the case to 
him, I asked this question : Whether he did not think that 
the opium might have acted as a stimulus to the digestive 
organs, and that the present state of sufliering in the stomach, 
which manifestly was the cause of the inability to sleep, might 
arise from indigestion ? His answer was, — No : on the con- 
trary, he thought that the suffering was caused by digestion 
itself, — which should naturally go on below the conscious- 
ness, but which, from the unnatural state of the stomach, 
vitiated by so long a use of opium, was become distinctly per- 
ceptible. This opinion was plausible ; and the unintermitting 
nature of the suffering disposes me to think that it was true ; 
for, if it had been any mere irregular affection of the stom- 
ach, it should naturally have intermitted occasionally, and 
constantly fluctuated as to. degree. The intention of nature, 
as manifested in the healthy state, obviously is to withdraw 
from our notice all the vital motions, such as the circulation 
of the blood, the expansion and contraction of the lungs, the 
peristaltic action of the stomach, &c. ; and opium, it seems, 
is able in this, as in other instances, to counteract her pur- 
poses. — By the advice of the surgeon, I tried bitters. For 
a short time these greatly mitigated the feelings under which 
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I laboured ; but about the forty-second day of the experiment 
the symptoms already noticed began to retire, and new ones 
to arise of a different and far more tormenting class : under 
these, with but a few intervals of remission, I have since 
continued to suffer. But I dismiss them undescribed for two 
reasons : ist, because the mind revolts from retracing circum- 
stantially any sufferings from which it is removed by too 
short or by no interval : to do this with minuteness enough 
to make the review of any use would be indeed '* infandum 
renovare dolorem^'^ and possibly without a sufficient motive : 
for, 2dly, I doubt whether this latter state be any way refer- 
rible to opium, positively considered, or even negatively; 
that is,#whether it is to be numbered amongst the last evils 
from the direct action of opium, or even amongst the earliest 
evils consequent upon a want of opium in a system long de- 
ranged by its use. Certainly one part of the symptoms might 
be accounted for from the time of year (August) ; for, though 
the summer was not a hot one, yet in any case the sum of all 
the heat funded (if one may say so) during the previous 
months, added to the existing heat of that month, naturally 
renders August in its better half the hottest part of the year ; 
and it so happened that the excessive perspiration which even 
at Christmas attends any great reduction in the daily quantum 
of opium, and which in July was so violent as to oblige me to 
use a bath five or six times a day, had about the setting in of 
the hottest season wholly retired : on which account any bad 
effect of the heat might be the more unmitigated. Another 
symptom, viz. what in my ignorance I call internal rheumatism 
(sometimes affecting the shoulders, &c., but more often ap- 
pearing to be seated in the stomach), seemed again less prob- 
ably attributable to the opium or the want of opium than to 
the dampness of the house which I inhabit,* which had about 

* In saying this I meant no disrespect to the individual house, as the 
reader will understand when I tell him that, with the exception of one 
or two princely mansions, and some few inferior ones that have been 
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that time attained its maximum, — July having been, as usual, 
a month of incessant rain in our most rainy part of England. 

Under these reasons for doubting whether opium had any 
connexion with the latter stage of my bodily wretchedness, — 
(except, indeed, as an occasional cause, as having left the 
body weaker and more crazy, and thus predisposed to any 
mal-influence whatever), — I willingly spare my reader all de- 
scription of it. Let it perish to him ; and would that I could 
as easily say let it perish to my own remembrances, that any 
future hours of tranquillity may not be disturbed by too vivid 
an ideal of possible human misery! 

So much for the sequel of my experiment ; as to the former 
stage, in which properly lies the experiment and its applica- 
tion to other cases, I must request my reader not to forget 
the reasons for which I have recorded it. These were two : 
1st, a belief that I might add some trifle to the histofy of 
opium as a medical agent. In this I am aware that I have 
not at all fulfilled my own intentions, in consequence of the 
torpor of mind, pain of body, and extreme disgust to the sub- 
ject, which besieged me whilst writing that part of my paper ; 
which part, being immediately sent off" to the press (distant 
about five degrees of latitude), cannot be corrected or im- 
proved. But from this account, rambling as it may be, it is 
evident that thus much of benefit may arise to the persons most 
interested in such a history of opium, — namely, to Opium- 
eaters in general, — that it establishes, for their consolation 
and encouragement, the fact that opium may be renounced, 
and without greater sufferings than an ordinary resolution 
may support; and by a pretty rapid course of descent.* 

coated with Roman cement, I am not acquainted with any house in this 
mountainous district which is wholly waterproof. The architecture of 
books, I flatter myself, is conducted on just principles in this coun- 
try ; but for any other architecture it is in a barbarous state, and, what 
is worse, in a retrograde state. 

♦ On which last notice I would remark that mine was too rapid, and 
the suffering therefore needlessly aggravated ; or rather, perhaps, it was 
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To communicate this result of my experiment was my fore- 
most purpose. 2dly, as a purpose collateral to this, I wished 
to explain how it had become impossible for me to compose a 

not sufficiently continuous and equably graduated. But, that the reader 
may judge for himself, and, above all, that the Opium-eater who is pre- 
paring to retire from business may have every sort of information before 
him, I subjoin my diary. 



FIRST WEEK. 

Drops of Laud. 

Mond. June 24 130 

"25 140 

"26 130 

"27 80 

"28 80 

"29 80 

"30 80 



SECOND WEEK. 



Mond. July i 



Drops of Laud. 
.... 80 
.... 80 
.... 90 
.... 100 
.... 80 
.... 80 
.... 80 



THIRD WEEK. 

Drops of Laud. 

Mond. July 8 300 

" 9 SO 

" 10 



FOURTH WEEK. 



Hiatus in 
MS. 



76 



Mond. July 15 
*' 16 

" 17 
" 18 

" 19 



Drops of Laud. 
76 



70 
, 240 
, 80 
350 



FIFTH WEEK. 



Mond. July 22 
" 23 
" 24 



Drops of Laud. 
. . 60 
, . none 
, . none 
, . none 
. . 200 



27 none 

What mean these abrupt relapses, the reader will ask, perhaps, to such 
numbers as 300, 350, &c.? The impulse to these relapses was mere in- 
firmity of purpose: the motive, where any motive blended with this 
impulse, was either the principle of " reculer pour mieux sauter " — (for 
under the torpor of a large dose, which lasted for a day or two, a less 
quantity satisfied the stomach, which, on awaking, found itself partly 
accustomed to this new ration), — or else it was this principle — that of 



Digitized by 



Google 



APPENDIX. 177 

Third Part in time to accompany this republication : for dur- 
ing the very time of this experiment the proof-sheets of this 
reprint were sent to me from London; and such was my 
inability to expand or to improve them that I could not even 
bear to read them over with attention enough to notice the 
press errors, or to correct any verbal inaccuracies. These 
were my reasons for troubling my reader with any record, 
long or short, of experiments relating to so truly base a sub- 
ject as my own body ; and I am earnest with the reader, that 
he will not forget them, or so far misapprehend me as to 
believe it possible that I would condescend to so rascally 
a subject for its own sake, or, indeed, for any less object than 
that of general benefit to others. Such an animal as the self- 
observing valetudinarian I know there is: I* have met him 
myself occasionally; and I know that he is the worst im- 
aginable heautontimoroumenos \ aggravating and sustaining, 
by calling into distinct consciousness, every symptom that 
would else perhaps, under a different direction given to the 
thoughts, become evanescent. But, as to myself, so profound 
is my contempt for this undignified and selfish habit that I 
could as little condescend to it as I could to spend my time 
in watching a poor servant-girl, — to whom at this moment 
I hear some lad or other making love at the back of my 
house. Is it for a Transcendental Philosopher to feel any 
curiosity on such an occasion ? Or can I, whose life is worth 
only eight and a half years' purchase, be supposed to have 
leisure for such trivial employments ? — However, to put this 
out of question, I shall say one thing which will, perhaps, 
shock some readers ; but I am sure it ought not to do so, 
considering the motives on which I say it.. No man, I sup- 
pose, employs much of his time on the phenomena of his own 

sufferings otherwise equal those will be borne best which meet with a 
mood of anger : now, whenever I ascended to any large dose, I was 
furiously incensed on the following day, and could then have borne 
anything. 

N 
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body without some regard for it; whereas the reader sees 
that, so far from looking upon mine with any complacency or 
regard, I hate it and make it the object of my bitter ridicule 
and contempt; and I should not be displeased to know that 
the last indignities which the law inflicts upon the bodies of 
the worst malefactors might hereafter fall upon it. And, in 
testification of my sincerity in saying this, I shall make the 
following offer. Like other men, I have particular fancies 
about the place of my burial : having lived chiefly in a 
mountainous region, I rather cleave to the conceit that a 
grave in a green church-yard amongst the ancient and soli- 
tary hills will be a sublimer and more tranquil place of repose 
for a philosopher than any in the hideous Golgothas of 
London. Yet, if the gentlemen of Surgeons' Hall think that 
any benefit can redound to their science from inspecting the 
appearances in the body of an Opium-eater, let them speak 
but a word, and I will take care that mine shall be legally 
secured to them — i.e.^ as soon as I have done with it myself. 
Let them not hesitate to express their wishes upon any 
scruples of false delicacy and consideration for my feelings : 
I assure them that they will do me too much honour by 
** demonstrating " on such a crazy body as mine ; and it will 
give me pleasure to anticipate this posthumous revenge and 
insult inflicted upon that which has caused me so much suffer- 
ing in this life. Such bequests are not common : reversion- 
ary benefits contingent upon the death of the testator are 
indeed dangerous to announce in many cases. Of this we 
have a remarkable instance in the habits of a JRoman prince, 
— who used, upon any notification made to him by rich per- 
sons that they had left him a handsome estate in their wills, 
to express his entire satisfaction at such arrangements, and 
his gracious acceptance of those loyal legacies ; but then, if 
the testators neglected to give him immediate possession of 
the property, — if they traitorously "persisted in living" 
{si vivere per sever arenty as Suetonius expresses it), — he 
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was highly provoked, and took his measures accordingly. 
In those times, and from one of the worst of the Caesars, we 
might expect such conduct ; but I am sure that, from English 
surgeons at this day, I need look for no expressions of impa- 
tience, or of any other feelings but such as are answerable to 
that pure love of science and all its interests which induces 
me to make such an offer. 

Sept. y>ihy 1822. 
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De Quincey's Confessions appeared anonymously in The London 
Magazine for September and October, 1821. 

" They were written," says Mr. Bohn, " in a little room at the 
back of Mr. H. G. Bohn's premises, No. 4 York Street, Co vent 
Garden, where Mr. De Quincey resided, in comparative seclusion, 
for several years. He had previously lived in the neighborhood of 
Soho Square, and for some years was a frequent visitor to the shop 
of Mr. Bohn's father, then the principal dealer in German books. 
The writer remembers that he always seemed to speak in a kind of 
whisper." 

When De Quincey came down to the metropolis in August, 1821, 
he found The London Magazine, which had made its first appear- 
ance in January of the previous year, by far the most popular and 
influential litferary organ in London. After the death of its first 
editor, Mr. John Scott, in an unfortunate duel, it was edited and 
published by Messrs. Taylor and Hessey. De Quincey was intro- 
duced to their favorable attention by his young friend, Talfourd. In 
the famous group which either Scott or the new editors had the 
good fortune to discover, or at least to secure as contributors to 
The London, were Keats, Hazlitt, Lamb the genial " Elia," Procter, 
the stalwart Cunningham, Poole, Darley, Gary, Wainwright the 
eccentric "Janus Weathercock," " Barry Cornwall," Hood, Carlyle, 
and the "Opium- Eater." Truly there were giants in those days. 

** It is curious," says Professor Masson, "to look over the old 
volumes of The London Magazine now, and to observe the papers 
in them that have become classic. It w^^ in the nunjber for 

i3i 
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September, 1821, or about two months after Messrs. Taylor and 
Hessey had become proprietors, that there appeared a paper of 
twenty pages entitled Confessions of an Opium-Eater^ being an 
Extract from the Life of a Scholar, That there were unusual 
expectations of popularity for this piece is proved by the appended 
editorial note (? by young Hood), stating that *the remainder of 
this very interesting article will be given in the next number.' 
Accordingly, the number for October, 182 1, leads off with Part II 
of the Confessions in twenty-seven pages. It contains, moreover, 
a notice from the author, explanatory of the dates in the first part, 
and another editorial paragraph of congratulation over the new 
contributor. * We are not often in the habit of eulogizing our own 
work,' says the paragraph, * but we cannot neglect the opportunity 
which the following explanatory note gives us of calling the atten- 
tion of our readers to the deep, eloquent, and masterly paper which 
stands first in our present number.' The Confessions^ in fact, 
were widely read, and roused much curiosity. The cry on all hands 
was for more of the same extraordinary matter. That was not so 
easy, but in the number for December, 1821, there appeared a 
letter from the Opium-E^ter, signed * X. Y. Z.,' courteously rebuk- 
ing Mr. James Montgomery for his scepticism as to the authenticity 
of the Confessions^ and promising a third part in time." 

So immediate and brilliant was the success of the Confessions^ 
that in the following year, 1822, they were published in a little 
volume, the name of the author being still suppressed. 

The pages of The London were now open to all that De Quincey 
chose to contribute, and during the years 1823-24 there appeared 
twenty-six articles " by the Author of the Confessions of an English 
Opium-Eater." Some contained the signature " X. Y. Z.," which 
was known to be De Quincey's. His connection with the magazine 
then suddenly ceased with a change in the proprietorship. 

The Confessions had gone through no fewer than six London 
editions before the author began to bring out the collective edition 
of his writings in 1853. The now famous papers appeared revised 
and considerably enlarged in the fifth volume of this edition (1856). 
For a comparative estimate of the two texts, see the preface to 
Vol. HI. of Masson's edition. 
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THE PREFACES. 

5. 18. French literature. In making this apology for the pub- 
lication of his Confessions^ De Quincey evidently had in mind Les 
Confessions of Jean-Jacques Rousseau (i 712-1778), the chief of 
a school that took "sensibility" or sentiment for the sovereign 
rule of life. Among his disciples were Chateaubriand, Mme. de Stael, 
St. Pierre, and many contemporaries of De Quincey. The author 
may also have reference to Goethe, Lentz, and other German writers, 
whose works contain self-revelations akin to those of the French 
school. Rousseau begins his Confessions with these words : — 

" Je forme une entreprise qui n'eut jamais d'exemple, ct qui n'aura 
point d'imitateur. Je veux montrer k mes semblables un homme 
dans toute la v^rite de la nature, et cet homme, ce sera moi. Moi 
seul. Je sens mon coeur, et je connais les hommes. . . . Que la 
trompette du jugement dernier sonne quand elle voudra, je vien- 
drai, ce livre k la main, me presenter devant le souverain juge. Je 
dirai hautement : Voilk ce que j*ai fait, ce que j'ai pense, ce que je 
fus. J'ai dit le bien et le mal avec la meme franchise. Je me 
suis montre tel que je fus; meprisable et vil quand je Pai ^te; bon, 
genereux, sublime, quand je I'ai ete : j'ai devoile mon interieur tel 
que tu I'as vu toi-mSme, fitre eternel." (Paris ; Libraire de Firmin- 
Didot et Cie. 1890.) 

Rousseau glories in his outspokenness, and his work is through- 
out brutally frank and unreserved in the exposure of his private 
life. De Quincey, however, feels it necessary to assign a moral 
motive in disclosing to the public the story of his opium de- 
bauches. He anticipates, perhaps, that he will be called Rous- 
seau's imitator, and wishes to forestall that criticism. The differ- 
ence between the two men is, after all, temperamental, a point of 
essential difference between the two nations. The English in their 
reticence (which the French call hypocrisy) have always shown an 
aversion to the naked frankness and easy moral tone of the French. 

For an admirable critique of Rousseau's views see M. Caro's 
La Fin du dix-huitiime Siech, tome i, chap, iii (Paris : Librairie 
Hachette et Cie., 1880); also M. Saint-Marc Girardin's Rousseau, 
sa vie et ses owvrages, 1875. 
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6. II. An account of the author's first visit to Wordsworth at 
Grasmere and their subsequent friendship will be found in Masson's 
Life of De Quincey, chap, iv (English Men of Letters). See also 
De Quincey's London Reminiscences, chap, vii, for his estrange- 
ment from Wordsworth. 

6. 12. "humbly to express," etc., descriptive of the solitary 
grave near which the white doe made her Sabbath couch. See 
Wordsworth's White Doe of Rylstone, canto i. 

7. 2. "not yet recorded," I say: for there is one celebrated 
man of the present day, who, if all be true which is reported of 
him, has greatly exceeded me in quantity. — De Quincey. 

In Woodhouse's notes of De Quincey's controversy, Coleridge is 
stated to have sometimes taken 8o,ooo drops, but this seems incred- 
ible; though Cottle declares, " from an undoubted source," that he 
had been known to imbibe a quart of laudanum in the twenty-four 
hours. — Garnett. 

7. 24. All the blanks in this sentence were filled up by De 
Quincey himself in his reprint of this " Original Preface," in the 
revision of 1856. 

7. 25. Dr. Isaac Milner. He was nominally known to the pub- 
lic as Dean of Carlisle, being colloquially always called Dean Milner; 
but virtually he was best known in his own circle as the head of 
Queen's College, Cambridge, where he usually resided. In common 
with his brother Joseph, of Hull, he was substantially a Wesleyan 
Methodist; and in that character, as regarded principles and the 
general direction of his sympathies, he pursued his deceased 
brother's History of the Christian Church down to the era of 
Luther. In these days, he would perhaps not be styled a Metho- 
dist, but simply a Low-Churchman. By whatever title described, 
it is meantime remarkable that a man confessedly so conscientious 
as Dean Milner could have reconciled to his moral views the hold- 
ing of church preferment so important as this deanery in combina- 
tion with the headship of an important college. One or other must 
have been consciously neglected. Such a record, meantime, power- 
fully illustrates the advances made by the Church during the last 
generation in practical homage to self-denying religious scruples. 
A very lax man would not in these days allow himself to do that 
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which thirty years ago a severe Church-Methodist (regarded by 
many even as a fanatic) persisted in doing, without feeling himself 
called on for apology. If I have not misapprehended its tenor, this 
case serves most vividly to illustrate the higher standard of moral 
responsibility which prevails in this current generation. We do 
injustice daily to our own age; which, by many a sign, palpable 
and secret, I feel to be, more emphatically than any since the 
period of Queen Elizabeth and Charles I., an intellectual, a mov- 
ing, and a self-conflicting age : and inevitably, where the intellect 
has been preternaturally awakened, the moral sensibility must soon 
be commensurately stirred. The very distinctions, psychologic or 
metaphysical, by which, as its hinges and articulations, our modem 
thinking moves, proclaim the subtler character of the questions 
which now occupy our thoughts. Not as pedantic only, but as 
suspiciously unintelligible, such distinctions would, one hundred 
and thirty years ago, have been viewed as indictable; and perhaps 
(in company with Mandeville's Political Economy) 'would have 
been seriously presented as a nuisance to the Middlesex Quarter- 
Sessions. Recurring, however, to Dean Milner, and the recollec- 
tions of his distinguished talents amongst the contemporary circles 
of the first generation in this nineteenth century, I wish to mention 
that these talents are most feebly measured by any of his occasional 
writings, all drawn from him apparently by mere pressure of casual 
convenience. In conversation it was that he asserted adequately 
his pre-eminent place. Wordsworth, who met him often at the late 
Lord Lonsdale's table, spoke of him uniformly as the chief poten- 
tate colloquially of his own generation, and as the man beyond all 
others (Burke being departed) who did not live upon his recollec- 
tions, but met the demands of every question that engaged his 
sympathy by spontaneous and elastic movements of ijovel and 
original thought. As an opium-eater. Dean Milner was understood 
to be a strenuous wrestler with the physical necessity that coerced 
him into this habit. From several quarters I have heard that his 
daily ration was 34 grains (or about 850 drops of laudanum), di- 
vided into four portions, and administered to him at regular intervals 
of six hours by a confidential valet. — De Quincey's Footnote in 
Ed. of 1856. 
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7. 25. Mr. , the philosopher. Who is Mr. Dash, the 

philosopher? Really I have forgot. Not through any fault of 
my own, but on the motion of some absurd coward having a voice 
potential at the press, all the names were struck out behind my 
back in the first edition of the book, thirty-five years ago. I was 
not consulted, and did not discover the absurd blanks until months 
afterwards, when I was taunted with them very reasonably by a 
caustic reviewer. Nothing could have a more ludicrous effect than 
this appeal to shadows — to my Lord Dash, to Dean Dash, and to 
Mr. Secretary Dash. Very naturally it thus happened to Mr. 
Philosopher Dash that his burning light, alas! was extinguished 
irrecoverably in the general melee. Meantime, there was no excuse 
whatever for this absurd interference, such as might have been 
alleged in any personality capable of causing pain to any one per- 
son concerned. All the cases, except, perhaps, that of Wilberforce 
(about which I have at this moment some slight lingering doubts), 
were matters of notoriety to large circles of friends. It is due to 
Mr. John Taylor, the accomplished publisher of the work, that I 
should acquit him of any share in this absurdity. — De Quincey, 
Ed. 1856. 

8. 16. The practice of opium-eating. See Charles Kings- 
ley's Alton Locke^ Vol. I, p. 183, first ed., for an account of the 
opium-eating among the working women of Cambridgeshire. 

8. 27. "That those eat now," etc. Probably a parody of 
some old Latin verses which I find quoted in Walter Pater's Marius 
the Epicurean^ p. 77 : " Flavian . . . had long been occupied with a 
kind of mystic hymn to the vernal principle of life in things. . . . 
The young men had poured forth their chorus — 

" Cras amet qui nunquam amavit, 
Quique amavit cras amet." 

In C. Patmore's song Nunc amet qui nunquam amavit occurs 
the refrain : 

** Let those love now, who never loved ; 
Let those who have loved love again." 

10. 31. Adequately made known. Precisely this, however. 
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was impossible. No feature of ancient Pagan life has more entirely 
escaped notice than the extreme rarity, costliness, and circuitous 
accessibility of the more powerful drugs, especially of mineral drugs, 
and of drugs requiring elaborate preparation, or requiring much 
manufacturing skill. When the process of obtaining any manu- 
factured drug was slow and intricate, it could most rarely be called 
for. And, rarely called for, why should it be produced? By look- 
ing into the history and times of Herod the Great, as reported by 
Josephus, the reader will gain some notion of the mystery and the 
suspicion surrounding all attempts at importing such drugs as could 
be applied to murderous purposes, — consequently of the delay, 
the difficulty, and the peril in forming any familiar acquaintance 
with opium. — De Quincey, Ed. 1856. 

PRELIMINARY CONFESSIONS. 

In the edition of 1856, De Quincey carefully revised and enlarged 
the little volume of 1822. "Although pretty nearly dedicating my- 
self," he says in the preface, " to this one solitary labour, and not 
intermitting or relaxing it for a single day, I have yet spent, within 
a very few days, six calendar months upon the recast of this one 
small volume." Part I, containing the Preliminary Confessions, 
was amplified into fourfold its present proportions. See Masson's 
edition, vol. iii, p. 219. 

17. 10. such a seven-fold chain. See the author's appen- 
dix, p. 169. 

18. 12. Humani nihil a se alienum putat. An adaptation 
of the famous line in Terence's Heauton Timorumenos, Act I, Sc. i, 
V. 77 : Homo sum humani nit a me alienum putOy I am a man and 
all that's human deem akin to me. Cf. Tennyson's Ulysses^ 1. 18, 
"I am a part of all that I have met." 

18. 20. Samuel Taylor Coleridge (i 772-1834). The cele- 
brated poet, philosopher, and critic. He was a friend of De 
Quincey, who ardently admired his fellow opium-eater, and 
wrote several sketches of his life and character. See Masson's 
ed. vols, ii, V. In Gillman's Life of Coleridge (1838) is published 
a letter accusing De Quincey's book of exerting an immoral 
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influence. The passage which gave greatest ofience was the 
following : 

" Nor had I at any time taken the flattering poison as a stimulus, 
or for any craving after pleasurable sensations. I needed none ; 
and oh ! with what unutterable sorrow did I read the Confessions 
of an Opium- Eater, in which the writer, with morbid vanity, makes 
a boast of what was my misfortune ; for he had been faithfully, and 
with an agony of zeal, warned of the gulf, and yet willingly struck 
into the current. . . . Oh ! may He, the God to whom I look for 
mercy through Christ, show mercy on the author of the Confessions 
of an Opium-Eater, if, as I have strong reason to believe, his book 
has been the occasion of seducing others into the withering vice 
through wantonness. From this aggravation I have, I humbly 
trust, been free. . . . Even to the author of that work I pleaded 
with flowing tears, and with an agony of forewarning. He utterly 
denied it; but I fear that I had then even to deter perhaps, not to 
forewarn." — Coleridge. 

In revising Part I, in 1856, De Quincey made a spirited reply to 
this attack. The entire passage is as follows : 

" I have often been asked how it was, and through what series of 
steps, that I became an opium-eater. Was it gradually, tentatively, 
mistrustingly, as one goes down a shelving beach into a deepening 
sea, and with a knowledge from the first of the dangers lying on 
that path ; half-courting those dangers, in fact, whilst seeming to 
defy them ? Or was it, secondly, in pure ignorance of such dan- 
gers, under the misleadings of mercenary fraud ? since oftentimes 
lozenges for the relief of pulmonary affections found their efiicacy 
upon the opium which they contain, — upon this, and thb only, 
though clamorously disavowing so suspicious an alliance, — and 
under such treacherous disguises multitudes are seduced into a 
dependency which they had not foreseen upon a drug which they 
had not known ; not known even by name or by sight : and thus 
the case is not rare that the chain of abject slavery is first detected 
when it has inextricably wound itself about the constitutional sys- 
tem. Thirdly, and lastly, was it ( Yes, by passionate anticipation, I 
answer, before the question is finished) — was it on a sudden, over- 
mastering impulse derived from bodily anguish ? Loudly I repeat, 
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Yes; loudly and indignantly — as in answer to a wilful calumny. 
Simply as an anodyne it was, under the mere coercion of pain the 
severest, that I first resorted to opium ; and precisely that same 
torment it is, or some variety of that torment, which drives most 
people to make acquaintance with that same insidious remedy. 
Such was the fact ; such by accident. Meantime, without blame 
it might have been otherwise. If in early days I had fully under- 
stood the subtle powers lodged in this mighty drug (when judi- 
ciously regulated), (i) to tranquillise all irritations of the ner- 
vous system ; (2) to stimulate the capacities of enjoyment ; and 
(3) under any call for extraordinary exertion (such as all men 
meet at times) to sustain through twenty-four consecutive hours 
the else drooping animal energies — most certainly, knowing or sus- 
pecting all this, I should have inaugurated my opium career in the 
character of one seeking extra power and enjoyment, rather than 
of one shrinking from extra torment. And why not ? If that 
argued any fault, is it not a fault that most of us commit every day 
with regard to alcohol ? Are we entitled to use that only as a med- 
icine ? Is wine unlawful, except as an anodyne? I hope not : 
else I shall be obliged to counterfeit and to plead some anomalous 
tic in my little finger ; and thus gradually, as in any Ovidian meta- 
morphosis, I that am at present a truth-loving man, shall change 
by daily inches into a dissembler. No: the whole race of man 
proclaim it lawful to drink wine without pleading a medical certifi- 
cate as a qualification. That same licence extends itself therefore 
to the use of opium ; what a man may lawfully seek in wine surely 
he may lawfully find in opium ; and much more so in those many 
cases (of which mine happens to be one) where opium deranges 
the animal economy less by a great deal than an equivalent quan- 
tity of alcohol. Coleridge, therefore, was doubly in error when he 
allowed himself to aim most unfriendly blows at my supposed volup- 
tuousness in the use of opium ; in error as to a principle, and in 
error as to a fact. A letter of his, which I will hope that he did 
not design to have published, but which, however, has been pub- 
lished, points the attention of his correspondent to a broad distinc- 
tion separating my case as an opium-eater from his own. He, it 
seems, had fallen excusably (because unavoidably) into this habit 
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of eating opium — as the one sole therapeutic resource available 
against his particular malady ; but I, wretch that I am, being so 
notoriously charmed by fairies against pain, must have resorted to 
opium in the abominable character of an adventurous voluptuary, 
angling in all streams for variety of pleasures. Coleridge is wrong 
to the whole extent of what was possible ; wrong in his fact, wrong 
in his doctrine ; in* his little fact, and his big doctrine. 1 did not 
do the thing which he charges upon me ; and, if I had done it, this 
would not convict me as a citizen of Sybaris or Daphne. There 
never was a distinction more groundless and visionary than that 
which it has pleased him to draw between my motives and his 
own ; nor could Coleridge have possibly owed this mis-statement 
to any false information; since no man surely, on a question of my 
own private experience, could have pretended to be better informed 
than myself. Or, if there really is such a person, perhaps he will 
not think it too much trouble to re-write these Confessions from 
first to last, correcting their innumerable faults ; and, as it happens 
that some parts of the unpublished sections for the present are 
missing, would he kindly restore them — brightening the colours 
that may have faded, re-kindling the inspiration that may have 
drooped ; filling up all those chasms which else are likely to remain 
as permanent disfigurations of my little work ? Meantime the 
reader who takes any interest in such a question will find that I 
myself (upon such a theme not simply the best, but surely the sole 
authority) have, without a shadow of variation, always given a dif- 
ferent account of the matter. Most truly I have told the reader 
that not any search after pleasure, but mere extremity of pain from 
rheumatic toothache — this and nothing else it was that first drove 
me into the use of opium. Coleridge's bodily affliction was simple 
rheumatism. Mine, which intermittingly raged for ten years, was 
rheumatism in the face combined with toothache. This I had in- 
herited from my father ; or inherited (I should rather say) from 
my own desperate ignorance ; since a trifling dose of colocynth, 
or of any similar medicine, taken three times a-week, would more 
certainly than opium have delivered me from that terrific curse.^ 

1 Two things blunt the general sense of horror which would else con- 
nect itself with toothache : viz., first, its enormous diffusion ; hardly a 
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In this ignorance, however, which misled me into making war upon 
toothache when ripened and manifesting itself in effects of pain, 
rather than upon its germs and gathering causes, I did but follow 
the rest of the world. To intercept the evil whilst yet in ele- 
mentary stages of formation was the true policy ; whereas I in my 
blindness sought only for some mitigation to the evil when already 
formed, and past all reach of interception. ^ In this stage of the 
, suffering, formed and perfect, I was thrown passively upon chance 
advice, and therefore, by a natural consequence, upon opium — 
that being the one sole anodyne that is almost notoriously such, and 
which in that great function is universally appreciated. 

" Coleridge, therefore, and myself, as regards our baptismal initia- 
tion into the use of that mighty drug, occupy the very same posi- 
tion. We are embarked in the self-same boat; nor is it within 
the compass even of angelic hair-splitting to show that the dark 
shadow thrown by our several trespasses in this field, mine and his, 
had by so much as a pin's point any assignable difference. Tres- 
pass against trespass (if any trespass there were) — shadow against 
shadow (if any shadow were really thrown by this trespass over the 
snowy disk of pure ascetic morality) — in any case, that act in 

household in Europe being clear of it, each in turn having some one 
chamber intermittingly echoing the groans extorted by this cruel torture. 
There — viz., in its ubiquity — lies one cause of its slight valuation. A 
second cause is found in its immunity from danger. This latter ground 
of undervaluation is noticed in a saying ascribed (but on what authority 
I know not) to Sir Philip Sidney — viz. that, supposing toothache liable 
in ever so small a proportion of its cases to a fatal issue, it would be 
generally ranked as the most dreadful amongst human maladies; 
whereas the certainty that it will in no extremity lead to death, and the 
knowledge that in the very midst of its storms sudden changes may be 
looked for bringing long halcyon calms, have an unfair effect in lower- 
ing the appreciation of this malady considered as a trial of fortitude and 
patience. No stronger expression of its intensity and scorching fierce- 
ness can be imagined than this fact — that, within my private know- 
ledge, two persons who had suffered alike under toothache and cancer 
have pronounced the former to be, on the scale of torture, by many de- 
grees the worse. In both, there are at times what surgeons call " lanci- 
nating" pangs — keen, glancing, arrowy radiations of anguish; and 
upon these the basis of comparison was rested — paroxysm against par- 
oxysm — with the result that I have stated. — De Q. 



Digitized by 



Google 



192 NOTES. 

either of us would read into the same meaning, would count up 
as a debt into the same value, would measure as a delinquency 
into the same burden of responsibility. And vainly, indeed, does 
Coleridge attempt to differentiate two cases which ran into abso- 
lute identity, differing only as rheumatism differs from toothache. 
Amongst the admirers of Coleridge, I at all times stood in the fore- 
most rank ; and the more was my astonishment at being summoned 
so often to witness his carelessness in the management of contro- 
versial questions, and his demoniac inaccuracy in the statement of 
facts. The more also was my sense of Coleridge's wanton injustice 
in relation to myself individually. Coleridge's gross mis-statement 
of facts, in regard to our several opium experiences, had its origin, 
sometimes in flighty reading, sometimes in partial and incoherent 
reading, sometimes in subsequent forgetfulness ; and any one of 
these lax habits (it will occur to the reader) is a venial infirmity. 
Certainly it is ; but surely not venial when it is allowed to operate 
disadvantageous^ upon the character for self-control of a brother, 
who had never spoken of him but in the spirit of enthusiastic 
admiration ; of that admiration which his exquisite works so amply 
challenge. Imagine the case that I really had done something 
wrong, still it would have been ungenerous — me it would have 
saddened, I confess, to see Coleridge rushing forward with a public 
denunciation of my fault : — * Know all men by these presents that 
I, S. T. C, a noticeable man with large grey eyes^ am a licenced 
opium-eater, whereas this other man is a buccaneer, a pirate, a 
flibustier, and can have none but a forged licence in his disreputa- 
ble pocket. In the name of Virtue, arrest him ! ' But the truth 
is, that inaccuracy as to facts and citations from books was in 
Coleridge a mere necessity of nature. Not three days ago, in 
reading a short comment of the late Archdeacon Hare {Guesses 
at Truth) upon a bold speculation of Coleridge's (utterly base- 
less) with respect to the machinery of Etonian Latin verses, I 
found my old feelings upon this subject refreshed by an instance 
that is irresistibly comic, since everything that Coleridge had relied 
upon as a citation from a book in support of his own hypothesis 
turns out to be a pure fabrication of his own dreams ; though, 
doubtless (which indeed it is that constitutes the characteristic 
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interest of the case), without a suspicion on his part of his own 
furious romancing. The archdeacon's good-natured smile upon 
that Etonian case naturally reminded me of the case now before 
us, with regard to the history of our separate careers as opium- 
eaters. Upon which case I need say no more, as by this time the 
reader is aware that Coleridge's entire statement upon that subject 
is perfect moonshine, and, like the sculptured imagery of the pen- 
dulous lamp in Christaffelf 

** * All carved from the carver's brain.' 

This case, therefore, might now be counted on as disposed of; and 
what sport it could yield might reasonably be thought exhausted. 
Meantime, on consideration, another and much deeper oversight of 
Coleridge's becomes apparent; and, as this connects itself with an 
aspect of the case that furnishes the foundation to the whole of 
these ensuing Confessions, it cannot altogether be neglected. Any 
attentive reader, after a few moments' reflection, will perceive that, 
whatever may have been the casual occasion of mine or Coleridge's 
opium-eating, this could not have been the permanent ground of 
opium-eating, because neither rheumatism nor toothache is any 
abiding affection of the system. Both are intermitting maladies, 
and not at all capable of accounting for a permanent habit of 
opium-eating. Some months are requisite to found that. Making 
allowance for constitutional differences, I should say that in less 
than 120 days no habit of opium- eating could be formed strong 
enough to call for any extraordinary self-conquest in renouncing it, 
and even suddenly renouncing it. On Saturday you are an opium- 
eater, on Sunday no longer such. What then was it, after all, that 
made Coleridge a slave to opium, and a slave that could not break 
his chain ? He fancies, in his headlong carelessness, that he has 
accounted for this habit and this slavery ; and in the meantime he 
has accounted for nothing at all about which any question has 
arisen. Rheumatism, he says, drove him to opium. Very well ; 
but with proper medical treatment the rheumatism would soon 
have ceased ; or even without medical treatment, under the ordi- 
nary oscillations of natural causes. And when the pain ceased, 
then the opium should have ceased. Why did it not ? Because 
o 
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Coleridge had come to taste the genial pleasure of opium; and 
thus the very impeachment which he fancied himself in some 
mysterious way to have evaded recoils upon him in undiminished 
force. The rheumatic attack would have retired before the habit 
could have had time to form itself. Or suppose that I underrate 
the strength of the possible habit — this tells equally in my favour ; 
and Coleridge was not entitled to forget in my case a plea remem- 
bered in his own. It is really memorable \p the annals of human 
self-deceptions that Coleridge could have held such language in 
the face of such facts. I, boasting not at all of my self-conquests, 
and owning no moral argument against the free use of opium, 
nevertheless on mere prudential motives break through the vassal- 
age more than once, and by efforts which I have recorded as modes 
of transcendent suffering. Coleridge, professing to believe (without 
reason assigned) that opium-eating is criminal, and in some myste- 
rious sense more criminal than wine-drinking or porter- drinking, — 
having, therefore, the strongest moral motive for abstaining from 
it, — yet suffers himself to fall into a captivity to this same wicked 
opium, deadlier than was ever heard of, and under no coercion 
whatever that he has anywhere explained to us. A slave he was 
to this potent drug not less abject than Caliban to Prosper© — his 
detested and yet despotic master. Like Caliban, he frets his very 
heart-strings against the rivets of his chain. Still, at intervals 
throug;h the gloomy vigils of his prison, you hear muttered growls 
of impotent mutineering swelling upon the breeze : 

" * Irasque leonum 
Vincla recusantum ' 

recusantum, it is true, still refusing yet still accepting, protesting 
for ever against the fierce, overmastering curb-chain, yet for ever 
submitting to receive it into the mouth. It is notorious that in 
Bristol (to that I can speak myself, but probably in many other 
places) he went so far as to hire men — porters, hackney-coach- 
men, and others — to oppose by force his entrance into any drug- 
gist's shop. But, as the authority for stopping him was derived 
simply from himself, naturally these poor men found themselves in 
a metaphysical fix, not provided for even by Thomas Aquinas or by 
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the prince of Jesuitical casuists. And in this excruciating dilemma 
would occur such scenes as the following : — 

"*0h, sir,' would plead the suppliant porter — suppliant, yet 
semi-imperative (for equally if he did^ and if he did noty show fight, 
the poor man's daily 5s. seemed endangered) — * really you must 
not ; consider, sir, your wife and — ' 

Transcendental Philosopher. — * Wife ! what wife ? I have no 
wife.' ^ 

Porter. — * But, really now, you must not, sir. Didn't you say no 
longer ago than yesterday — ' 

Transcend. Philos. — * Pooh, pooh ! yesterday is a long time ago. 
Are you aware, my man, that people are known to have dropped 
down dead for timely want of opium? ' 

Porter. — * Ay, but you tell't me not to hearken — ' 

Transcend. Philos. — * Oh, nonsense ! An emergency, a shock- 
ing emergency, has arisen — quite unlooked for. No matter what 
I told you in times long past. That which I now tell you is — that, 
if you don't remove that arm of yours from the doorway of this 
most respectable druggist, I shall have a good ground of action 
against you for assault and battery.' 

" Am I the man to reproach Coleridge with this vassalage to opium ? 
Heaven forbid ! Having groaned myself under that yoke, I pity, 
and blame him not. But, undeniably, such a vassalage must have 
been created wilfully and consciously by his own craving after 
genial stimulation : a thing which I do not blame, but Coleridge 
did. For my own part, duly as the torment relaxed in relief of 
which 1 had resorted to opium, I laid aside the opium, not under 
any meritorious effort of self-conquest; nothing of that sort do I 
pretend to; but simply on a prudential instinct warning me not to 
trifle with an engine so awful of consolation and support, nor to 
waste upon a momentary uneasiness what might eventually prove, 
in the midst of all-shattering hurricanes, the great elixir of resurrec- 
tion. What was it that did in reality make me an opium-eater ? 
That affection which finally drove me into the habitual use of opium, 
what was it? Pain was it? No, but misery. Casual overcasting 

1 Othello, Act V, So. 2, 1. 97. 



Digitized by 



Google 



196 NOTES. 

of sunshine was it? No, but blank desolation. Gloom was it that 
might have departed? No, but settled and abiding darkness — 

"* Total eclipse, 
Without all hope of day ! * ^ 

Yet, whence derived? Caused by what? Caused, as I might truly 
plead, by youthful distresses in London, were it not that these dis- 
tresses were due, in their ultimate origin, to my own unpardonable 
folly; and to that folly I trace many ruins. Oh, spirit of merciful 
interpretation, angel of forgiveness to youth and its aberrations, 
that hearkenest for ever as if to some sweet choir of far-off female 
intercessions ! will ye, choir that intercede — wilt thou, angel that 
forgivest — join together, and charm away that mighty phantom, 
born amidst the gathering mists of remorse, which strides after me 
in pursuit from forgotten days — towering for ever into proportions 
more and more colossal, overhanging and overshadowing my head 
as if close behind, yet dating its nativity from hours that are fled by 
more than half-a-century? Oh heavens! that it should be possible 
for a child not seventeen years old, by a momentary blindness, by 
listening to a false, false whisper from his own bewildered heart, by 
one erring step, by a motion this way or that, to change the currents 
of his destiny, to poison the fountains of his peace, and in the 
twinkling of an eye to lay the foundations of a life-long repentance ! 
Yet, alas ! I must abide by the realities of the case. And one thing 
is clear, — that, amidst such bitter self-reproaches as are now ex- 
torted from me by the anguish of my recollections, it cannot be 
with any purpose of weaving plausible excuses, or of evading blame, 
that I trace the origin of my confirmed opium-eating to a necessity 
growing out of my early sufferings in the streets of London. 
Because, though true it is that the re-agency of these London suf- 
ferings did in after years enforce the use of opium, equally it is true 
that the sufferings themselves grew out of my own folly. What 
really calls for excuse is not the recourse to opium, when opium had 
become the one sole remedy available for the malady, but those 
follies which had themselves produced that malady. 

1 Samson Agonistes, 
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" I, for my part, after I bad become a regular opium-eater, and 
from mismanagement had fallen into miserable excesses in the use 
of opium, did nevertheless, four several times, contend successfully 
against the dominion of this drug; did four several times renounce 
it; renounced it for long intervals; and finally resumed it upon the 
warrant of my enlightened and deliberate judgment, as being of two 
■ evils by very much the least. In this I acknowledge nothing that 
calls for excuse. I repeat again and again that not the application 
of opium, with its deep tranquillising powers to the mitigation of 
evils, bequeathed by my London hardships, is what reasonably calls 
for sorrow, but that extravagance of childish folly which precipitated 
me into scenes naturally producing such hardships. 

" These scenes I am now called upon to retrace. Possibly they are 
sufficiently interesting to merit, even on their own account, some 
short record; but at present, and at this point, they have become 
indispensable as a key to the proper understanding of all which 
follows. For in these incidents of my early life is found the entire 
substratum, together with the secret and underlying motive, of those 
pompous dreams and dream-sceneries which were in reality the true 
objects — first and last — contemplated in these Confessions." 

18. 22. The recent illustrious exception. A third exception 
might perhaps have been added; and my reason for not adding that 
exception is chiefly because it was only in his juvenile efforts that 
the writer whom I allude to expressly addressed himself to philo- 
sophical themes; his riper powers having been all dedicated (on 
very excusable and very intelligible grounds, under the present 
direction of the popular mind in England) to criticism and the Fine 
Arts. This reason apart, however, I doubt whether he is not rather 
to be considered an acute thinker than a subtle one. It is, besides, 
a great drawback on his mastery over philosophical subjects, that he 
has obviously not had the advantage of a regular scholastic educa- 
tion : he has not read Plato in his youth (which most likely was only 
his misfortune); but neither has he read Kant in his manhood 
(which is his fault). — De Quincey. 

18. 22. David RicardO (i 772-1823). An English writer on 
political economy, chiefly noted for his theory of rent. See his 
Principles of Political Economy and Taxation (181 7). 
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18. 29. Scottish professors. The author adds this note : ** I 
disdain any allusion to existing professors, of whom indeed I know 
only one." This was John Wilson (i 785-1854), "Christopher 
North," essayist, poet, and novelist, and professor of moral philoso- 
phy in the University of Edinburgh. See Introduction, p. xv. 

20. 2. four guardians, viz., a merchant, '* in the large, noble 
sense, of England"; a rural magistrate "overwhelmed by the dis- 
tractions of his official station"; a curate of Salford, the Rev. 
Samuel Hall, whose dull sermons De Quincey had to make ab- 
stracts of from memory; and a " Mr. G., a banker in Lincolnshire," 
the ablest among them. See Confessions, Ed. 1856, Masson, Vol. 
Ill, p. 237. 

20. 18. one of my masters. Mr. Morgan, head-master of 
the grammar school at Bath. 

20. 26. a blockhead. Mr. Spencer, master of a private school 
at Winkfield, in Wiltshire. 

20. 28. a respectable scholar. Mr. Charles Lawson, head- 
master (Gl(. archididascalos) of the Manchester Grammar School, 
who, " by mere dint of conscientiousness," in conjunction with a 
" somnolent apothecary," made health and happiness for De Quin- 
cey impossible. The portrait of Mr. Lawson is much softened in 
the edition of 1856. 

21. 25. a small patrimonial property. My patrimo;iial 
income, at the moment of my father's death, like that of all my 
brothers (then three), was exactly ;f 150 per annum. — De Quincey. 

22. 14, a woman of high rank. Lady Carbery. Origi- 
nally, as early friends of my mother's, both she and Lord Carbery 
had distinguished me at Bath and elsewhere, for some years, by 
flattering attentions; and, for the last three years in particular. 
Lady Carbery, a young woman some ten years older than myself, 
and who was as remarkable for her intellectual pretensions as she 
was for her beauty and her benevolence, had maintained a corre- 
spondence with me upon questions of literature. She thought too 
highly of my powers and attainments, and everywhere spoke of me 
with an enthusiasm that, if I had been five or six years older, and 
had possessed any personal advantages, might have raised smiles at 
her expense. — De Quincey, Ed. 1856. 
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22. 25. ten guineas. How much was this equivalent to in 
our money? 

22. 31. Dr. Johnson (i 709-1 784). What do you know of 
this great man's personality and special service to English litera- 
ture? Have you read Macaulay's famous Essay on Johnsotiy or 
Boswell's Life of Johnson j the model biography in our language? 

23. 24. The reader can hardly fail to linger over the following 
beautiful passage which is so musically wrought, so full of pensive 
melancholy and love of nature, and which brings out so exquisitely 
the pleasures of memory. 

25. I. eighteen years. Subsequently corrected to nineteen. 

25. 4. "The lovely " The housekeeper was in the 

habit of telling me that the lady had lived (meaning, perhaps, had 
been born) two centuries ago; that date would better agree with 
the^ tradition that the portrait was a copy from Vandyke. All that 
she knew further about the lady was that either to the grammar 
school, or to that particular college at Oxford with which the school 
was connected, or else to that particular college at Oxford with 
which Mr. Lawson personally was connected, or else, fourthly, to 
Mr. Lawson himself as a private individual, the unknown lady had 
been a special benefactress. She was also a special benefactress to 
me, through eighteen months, by means of her sweet Madonna 
countenance. And in some degree it serves to spiritualise and to 
hallow this service that of her who unconsciously rendered it I 
know neither the name, nor the exact rank or age, nor the place 
where she lived and died. She was parted from me by perhaps 
two centuries; I from her by the gulf of eternity. — De Quincey, 
Ed. 1856. 

With what unsurpassed art does the author interpret the subtler 
influences of life ! 

25. 14. SO blended, etc. A characteristic specimen of De 
Quincey's humor. Analyze it carefully. Is the humor of each 
person concerned in the incident conscious or unconscious? Does 
the humor spring from character or situation, exaggeration or incon- 
gruity? 

26. 4. "of Atlantean shoulders/' etc. Milton's Paradise 
Lost, book ii, 11. 306, 307. Of which of the rebel angels was this 
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said? Trace out as fully as possible the influence of Milton's lan- 
guage and imagery on the author's style. 

26. 24. contretemps, a mishap ; 1. 29. Itourderie, a heed- 
less act; " comic wilfulness." (Edition of 1856, where the author 
compares the trunk to the stone of Sisyphus.) 

26. 26. the Seven Sleepers. Seven Christian youths who are 
said to have concealed themselves in a cavern near Ephesus, during 
the persecution under Decius (a.d. 249-251), and to have fallen 
asleep there, not awaking till two or three hundred years later, 
when Christianity had become the religion of the empire. — Cen- 
tury Cyclopedia of Names. 

What American legend may be compared with this, and by what 
writer has it been immortalized? 

27. 2. Dr. Lawson. Mr. Charles Lawson, whom the author, 
in the first edition, calls a doctor because he had taken orders in 
the Church of England. 

27. 21. on other personal accounts. His principal object 
was to meet Wordsworth. 

27. 21. Accident gave a different direction. Two days of 
walking carried him over the forty miles that separated Manchester 
from Chester; and after some hovering about the house, of which 
he gives a whimsical account, the meeting took place. His mother, 
with her notions and habits of decorum, looked upon the occurrence 
" much as she would have done upon the opening of the seventh 
seal in the Revelations," but it chanced that another relative was 
at hand who took a lighter view of the affair. This was his uncle, 
Colonel Thomas Penson, his mother's only surviving brother, home 
from India on a three years' furlough, and quartered for the time, 
with his horses and Bengalee servants, at the Priory. Colonel Pen- 
son, a kindly man of the wor\d, saw nothing unnatural in the desire 
of a youth to elope from the tedium of school; and by his advice 
it was arranged that De Quincey, if he did not choose to remain at 
the Priory, should have a guinea a week allowed him for a while^ 
with liberty to wander about and enjoy himself on that basis. — 
Masson. 

28. 15. " Not to know them," etc. See Milton's Paradise 
Lost, iv, 1. 840. 
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28. 30. noli me tangere. Touch me not. See the Vulgate, 
Joannis, cap. xx, 17. 

29. 2. ol voKKoi. The many, the common people, Lat. plebs. 

29. 10. the Bishop of [Bangor]. Dr. Cleaver, Bishop of 
Bangor, the head of Brasenose College, Oxford, which at that time 
owed to him its leadership in scholarship and discipline. 

30. 26. This incident illustrates the author's whimsical humor 
and fondness for speculating on the might-have-been. In 1856 he 
expounded the passage into more than five pages of what Professor 
Saintsbury calls " rigmarole," adding : " Rigmarole, however, can 
be a very agreeable thing in its way, and De Quincey has carried it 
to a point of perfection never reached by any other rigmaroler " 
(^Essays in English Literature, 1 780-1860). In discursiveness the 
author resembles the great German writer Jean Paul Richter (1763- 
1825), some of whose works he translated for The London Magazine 
in February and March, 1824. 

31. 26. " I wrote love-letters," etc. Samuel Richardson, the 
great novelist (i 689-1 761) relates that, when he was only thirteen 
years old, three young women revealed to him their love-secrets in 
order to induce him to give them copies to write after for answers 
to their lovers' letters. 

33. 31. Sapphics or Alcaics. Two beautiful forms of Greek 
verse said to have been invented respectively by Sappho and 
Alcaeus, poets of Mitylene in Lesbos about 600 B. c. They were 
favorite metres of the Roman poet Horace. Swinburne has made 
the most perfect adaptation of the Sapphic in English. Horace 
breaks the lines with caesura, and his Sapphics render less truly than 
Swinburne's the honeyed flow of lioi.KCK6dpov\ dddvar* *A<pp68iTa. 

34. 4. Shelley (1792- 1822) is one of the most artistic and 
philosophic of nineteenth century poets, and his prose writings may 
eventually, in the opinion of Professor Charles Eliot Norton, rank 
as high as his poetry. When an old man himself, De Quincey 

. omitted this passage from his revised edition ! 

34. 9. De Quincey's reasons for going down to London were 
"some instinct of migration, sorrowful but irresistible," "mortal 
ennui," " the utter want of access to books, or (generally speaking) 
to any intellectual intercourse " in the poor men's cottages in which 
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his scanty funds compelled him to seek lodgings. See Masson, 
Vol. Ill, pp. 338, 339. His plan was to borrow ;£'200 from money- 
lenders on his expectations, and withdraw from the knowledge of 
his connections until he should become of legal age. 

" The account of De Quincey's departure from Wales and journey 
to London," says Mr. Garnett, " so slurred over here, is one of the 
finest passages among the additions to the Opium-Eater ^ and may be 
cited as a favourable example of the power of magnifying and dig- 
nifying ordinary things, and recounting trivial incidents with majes- 
tic circumlocution, which have made two hundred and seventy-five 
pages of small type out of two short magazine papers." 

The following are extracts from this portion of the author's re- 
vised narrative : — 

"The day on which I left Oswestry (convoyed for nearly five 
miles by my warm-hearted friend) was a day of golden sunshine 
amongst the closing days of November. As truly as Jessica's 
moonlight (^Merchant of Venice), this golden sunshine might 
be said to sleep upon the woods and the fields; so awful was the 
universal silence, so profound the death-like stillness. It was a 
day belonging to a brief and pathetic season of farewell summer 
resurrection, which, under one name or other, is known almost 
everywhere. In North America it is called the * Indian Summer.' 
In North Germany and Midland Germany it is called the *01d 
Wives' Summer,' and more rarely the * Girls' Summer.' It is that 
last brief resurrection of summer in its most brilliant memorials, a 
resurrection that has no root in the past nor steady hold upon the 
future, like the lambent and fitful gleams from an expiring lamp, 
mimicking what is called the * lightning before death' in sick 
patients, when close upon their end. There is the feeling of a con- 
flict that has been going on between the lingering powers of sum- 
mer and the strengthening powers of winter, not unlike that which 
moves by antagonist forces in some deadly inflammation hurrying 
forwards through fierce struggles into the final repose of mortifica- 
tion. For a time the equilibrium has been maintained between the 
hostile forces; but at last the antagonism is overthrown; the vic- 
tory is accomplished for the powers that fight on the side of death ; 
simultaneously with the conflict, the pain of the conflict has de- 
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parted : and thenceforward the gentle process of collapsing life, no 
longer fretted by countermovements, slips away with holy peace 
into the noiseless deeps of the Infinite. So sweet, so ghostly, in 
its soft, golden smiles, silent as a dream, and quiet as the dying 
trance of a saint, faded through all its stages this departing day, 
along the whole length of which I bade farewell for many a year to 
Wales, and farewell to summer. In the very aspect and the sepul- 
chral stillness of the motionless day, as solemnly it wore away 
through morning, noontide, afternoon, to meet the darkness that 
was hurrying to swallow up its beauty, I had a fantastic feeling as 
though I read the very language of resignation when bending be- 
fore some irresistible agency. And at intervals I heard — in how 
different a key ! — the raving, the everlasting uproar, of that dread- 
ful metropolis which at every step was coming nearer, and beckon- 
ing (as it seemed) to myself for purposes as dim, for issues as 
incalculable, as the path of cannon-shots fired at random and in 
darkness." 



" It might be seven p.m. when first I entered upon my kingdom. 
About three hours later I rose from my chair, and with considerable 
interest looked out into the night. For nearly two hours I had 
heard fierce winds arising; and the whole atmosphere had, by this 
time, become one vast laboratory of hostile movements in all direc- 
tions. Such a chaos, such a distracting wilderness of dim sights, 
and of those awful * sounds that live in darkness* (Wordsworth's 
Excursion), never had I consciously witnessed. Rightly, and by 
a true instinct, had I made my farewell adieus to summer. All 
through the day, Wales and her grand mountain ranges — Pen- 
maenmawr, Snowdon, Cader Idris — had divided my thoughts with 
London. But now rose London — sole, dark, infinite — brooding 
over the whole capacities of my heart. Other object, other thought, 
I could not admit. Long before midnight the whole household 
(with the exception of a solitary waiter) had retired to rest. Two 
hours, at least, were left to me, after twelve o'clock had struck, for 
heart-shaking reflections. More than ever I stood upon the brink 
of a precipice; and the local circumstances around me deepened 
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and intensified these reflections, impressed upon them solemnity 
and terror, sometimes even horror. It is all but inconceivable to 
men of unyielding and callous .sensibilities how profoundly others 
find their reveries^modified and overruled by the external characters 
of the immediate scene around them. Many a suicide that hung 
dubiously in the balances has been ratified, and carried into sum- 
mary effect, through the forlorn, soul-revolting aspect of a crazy, 
dilapidated home. Oftentimes, without extravagance, the whole 
difference between a mind that spurns life and the same mind 
reconciled to life turns upon the outside features of that particular 
domestic scenery which hourly besieges the eyes. I, in this Shrews- 
bury hotel, naturally contemplated a group of objects tending to 
far different results. And yet in some respects they agreed. 

" The unusual dimensions of the rooms, especially their towering 
height, brought up continually and obstinately, through natural 
links of associated feelings or images, the mighty vision of London 
waiting for me afar off. An altitude of nineteen or twenty feet 
showed itself unavoidably upon an exaggerated scale in some of the 
smaller side-rooms, meant probably for cards or for refreshments. 
This single feature of the rooms — their unusual altitude, and the 
echoing hoUowness which had become the exponent of that altitude 
— this one terrific feature (for terrific it was in the effect), together 
with crowding and evanescent images of the flying feet that so often 
had spread gladness through these halls on the wings of youth and 
hope at seasons when every room rang with music : all this, rising 
in tumultuous vision, whilst the dead hours of night were stealing 
along, — all around me, household and town, sleeping, — and whilst 
against the windows more and more the storm outside was raving, 
and to all appearance endlessly growing, — threw me into the dead- 
liest condition of nervous emotion under contradictory forces, high 
over which predominated horror recoiling from that unfathomed 
abyss in London into which I was now so wilfully precipitating 
myself. Often I looked out and examined the night. Wild it was 
beyond all description, and dark as 'the inside of a wolTs throat.' 
But at intervals, when th^ wind, shifting continually, swept in 
such a direction as to clear away the vast curtain of vapour, the 
stars shone out, though with a light unusually dim and distant. 
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Still, as I turned inwards to the echoing chambers, or outwards to 
the wild, wild night, I saw London expanding her visionary gates 
to receive me, like some dreadful mouth of Acheron {Acherontis 
avari). Thou also. Whispering Gallery! once again in those 
moments of conscious and wilful desolation didst to my ear utter 
monitorial sighs. For once again I was preparing to utter an 
irrevocable word, to enter upon one of those fatally tortuous paths 
of which the windings can never be unlinked. 

"Such thoughts, and visions without number corresponding to 
them, were moving across the camera obscura of my fermenting 
fEUtcy, when suddenly I heard a sound of wheels; which, however, 
soon died off into some remote quarter. I guessed at the truth — 
viz. that it was the Holyhead Mail wheeling off on its primary duty 
of delivering its bags at the post-office. In a few minutes it was 
announced as having changed horses; and off I was to London." 

34. 23. one individual. '*An attorney, who called himself, 
on most days of the week, by the name of Brunell, but occasionally 
(might it perhaps be on red-Utter days?) by the more common 
name of Brown. . . . 

" Mr. Brown-Brunell, after reconnoitering me through a narrow 
side- window (such as is often attached to front-doors in London), 
admitted me cheerfully, and conducted me, as an honoured guest, 
to his private officina diplomatum at the back of the house. From 
the expression of his face, but much more from the contradictory 
and self-counteracting play of his features, you gathered in a 
moment that he was a man who had much to conceal, and much, 
perhaps, that he would gladly forget. His eye expressed wariness 
against surprise, and passed in a moment into irrepressible glances 
of suspicion and alarm. No smile that ever his face naturally 
assumed but was pulled short up by some freezing counteraction, 
or was chased by some close -following expression of sadness. One 
feature there was of relenting goodness and nobleness in Mr. 
Brunell's character, to which it was that subsequently I myself was 
most profoundly indebted for an asylum that saved my life. He 
had the deepest, the most liberal, and unaffected love of knowledge, 
but, above all, of that specific knowledge which we call literature. 
His own stormy (and no doubt oftentimes disgraceful) career in 
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life, that had entangled him in perpetual feuds with his fellow-men, 
he ascribed, with bitter imprecations, to the sudden interruption 
of his studies consequent upon his father's violent death, and to 
the necessity which threw him, at a boyish age, upon a professional 
life in the lower branches of law — threw him, therefore, upon 
daily temptations, by surrounding him with opportunities for taking 
advantages not strictly honourable, before he had formed any fixed 
principles at all. From the very first, Mr. Brunell had entered 
zealously into such conversations with myself as either gave open- 
ings for reviving his own delightful remembrances of classic authors, 
or brought up sometimes doubts for solution, sometimes per- 
plexities and cases of intricate construction for illustration and 
disentanglement. — De Quincey, Ed. 1856. 

35. 10. a poor friendless child. In this pathetic account of 
the little girl, De Quincey shows a profound sympathy for the poor 
and unfortunate, and strikes a chord of universal human interest. 
A recognition of the brotherhood of man is a distinctive and ubiqui- 
tous note of the literature of the century, and marks one phase of 
the romantic movement. Compare Dickens's characters of Sally 
Brass and the Marchioness in the Old Curiosity Shop. 

37. 31. Tartarus. A deep and sunless abyss, according to 
Homer and the early Greek mythology, as far below Hades as earth 
is below heaven. — Century Cyclopedia of Names. 

38. 25. " cycle and epicycle, orb in orb." Milton's Paradise 
Lost, book viii, 1. 84, from Raphael's discourse to Adam on celestial 
motions. 

39. 20. my evening walk. It was De Quincey's nightly habit 
to stroll through the streets of London, which possessed for him, 
specially in the evening, a perpetual fascination and inspiration. 
Many night scenes occur in his writings. 

40. 9. The story of Ann, the girl of the streets, which follows, 
is one of the most beautiful, eloquent, and pathetic passages in the 
entire range of De Quincey's writings. His noble candor, his 
manly gratitude, his catholic spirit and Christian charity here 
exhibited produce in every reader a heightened love and admiration 
for the little opium-eater as a man. Both from the standpoint of 
art and ethics, it is worthy of the most careful study. Compare the 
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characterization of Ann with that of Joan of Arc and the Spanish 
Military Nun. See also St. Luke vii. 36-50, and St. John viii. 3-1 1. 
From Defoe's Roxana to Du Maurier*s Trilby, what English poets 
and novelists have treated the same theme? 

40. 19. *' Sine Cerere," etc. This old Latin proverb occurs in 
Terence's Eunuchus, iv, 5, 6. Sine Cerere et Libera friget Venus^ 
without bread and wine love is cold. It is quoted by Cicero, De 
Natura DeorutHy ii, 23, 60. 

40. 26. more Socratico. The method of Socrates (b.c. 470- 
399) consisted in teaching truth and educing philosophic ideas by 
means of a skilfully conducted dialogue. 

44. 12. "Too deep for tears." From Wordsworth's Intima- 
tions of Immortality^ xi, in which the poet shows the deep joy of 
the soul in the sense of its kinship with all nature, and its primal 
sympathy with the eternal order of things flowing from reminis- 
cences of pre-natal existence. 

44. 31. mysterious dispensation. Can you connect the au- 
thor's fondness for mystery with the great literary movement 
known as the Renaissance of Wonder? See Phelps's English 
Romantic Movement. 

47. 7. A Jew named D[ell]. At this period (autumn of 
1856), when thirty-five years have elapsed since the first publica- ' 
tion of these memoirs, reasons of delicacy can no longer claim re- 
spect for concealing the Jew's name, or at least the name which he 
adopted in his dealings with the Gentiles. I say, therefore, without 
scruple, that the name was Dell : and some years later it was one 
of the names that came before the House of Commons in connexion 
with something or other (I have long since forgotten what) grow- 
ing out of the parliamentary movement against the Duke of York, 
in reference to Mrs. Qark, etc. Like all the other Jews with whom 
I have had negotiations, he was frank and honourable in his mode 
of conducting business. What he promised he performed; and, if 
his terms were high, as naturally they could not but be, to cover 
his risks, he avowed them from the first. — To this same Mr. Dell, 
by the way, some eighteen months afterwards, I applied again on 
the same business; and, dating at that time from a respectable col- 
lege, I was fortunate enough to win his serious attention to my 
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proposals. My necessities had not arisen from any extravagance or 
youthful levities (these my habits forbade), but ^mply from the 
vindictive malice of my guardian, who, when he found himself no 
longer able to prevent me from going to the university, had, as a 
parting token of his regard, refused to sign an order for granting 
me a shilling beyond the allowance made to me at school — viz. 
£ lOO per annum. Upon this sum it was, in my time (i.e. in the 
first decennium of this century), barely possible to have lived at 
college; and not possible to a man who, though above the affecta- 
tion of ostentatious disregard for money, and without any expensive 
tastes, confided, nevertheless, rather too much in servants, and did 
not delight in the petty details of minute economy. I soon, there- 
fore, became embarrassed : in a movement of impatience, instead of 
candidly avowing my condition to my mother, or to some one of 
the guardians, more than one of whom would have advanced me 
the ;^25o wanted (not in his legal character of guardian, but as a 
private friend) , I was so foolish as to engage in a voluminous nego- 
tiation with the Jew, and was put in possession of the sum I asked 
for, on the "regular" terms of paying seventeen and a half per 
cent by way of annuity on all the money furnished; Israel, on his 
part, graciously resuming no more than about ninety guineas of the 
said money, on account of an attorney's bill (for what services, to 
whom rendered, and when — whether at the siege of Jerusalem, or 
at the building of the Second Temple — I have not yet discovered). 
How many perches this bill measured I really forget; but I still 
keep it in a cabinet of natural curiosities. — De Quincey, Ed. 1856. 
48. 3. The Earl of [Altamont]. This was De Quincey's 
young friend. Lord Westport, the Earl of Altamont, by courtesy, 
since Dec. 29, 1800, when his father was created Marquis of Sligo. 
For an interesting account of their travels together, see De Quincey's 
Autobiography y Chaps, vii-xv (Vol. I of Masson's Ed.). 

48. 20. not older than myself. The author's memory was 
at fault, Lx)rd Westport being about three years younger. 

49. 13. the Bristol mail. "The Bristol mail is the best ap- 
pointed in the kingdom — owing to the double advantages of an 
unusually good road and of an extra sum for expenses subscribed 
by the Bristol merchants." — De Quincey. 
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Have you read De Quincey*s English Mail Coach (Vol. XIII), 
one of the mgst majestic prose pieces in the language? The Dream- 
Fugue is a splendid opium vision, and should be read as a sequel 
to the Confessions. 

53. 30. afraid of dying. It will be objected that many men, 
of the highest rank and wealth, have in our own day, as well as 
throughout our history, been amongst the foremost in courting 
danger in battle. True; but this is not the case supposed; long 
familiarity with power has to them deadened its effect and its 
attractions. — De Quincey. 

54. II. "To slacken virtue," etc. Milton's Paradise Re- 
gained, book ii, 11. 455, 456; the word "tempt" should be 
" prompt." 

55. 8. My friend Lord Altamont was gone to Jesus College, 
Cambridge. — De Quincey. 

55. 14. the Earl of D[esart]. I had known Lord Desart, the 
eldest son of a very large family, some years earlier, when bearing 
the title of Lord Castlecuffe. — - De Quincey. 

55. 27. He was himself, anonymously, an author. The 
title of his father's book is A Short Tour in the Midland Counties 
of England, performed in the Summer of 1772 : together with an 
Account of a Similar Excursion undertaken September, 1772 (8vo, 
London, 1775). It originally appeared in the Gentleman's Maga- 
zine, May to September, 1772. Professor Masson pronounces it a 
very creditable performance. 

56. 9. Lady Mary Wortley Montague (1689-1762). One of 
the most accomplished literary women of the eighteenth century, 
the author of Court Poems and Letters. She was satirized by Pope 
under the name of Sappho. For her relations with Pope see Ward's 
(Globe) edition of Pope, p. xxxi. . 

56. 25. the story about Otway. About the circumstances 
of his death there is a conflict of evidence. The story that has 
gained currency is probably not the true one; only one early biog- 
rapher is our authority for it. He states that, having long been 
insufiiciently fed, Otway one day sallied forth in a starving state, 
and begged a shilling from a gentleman in a coffee house, saying : 
"I am the poet Otway." This person, surprised and distressed, 
P 
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gave him a guinea. With it he bought a roll of bread, and began 
to devour it with the rage of hunger; but, incapable of swallowing 
from long abstinence, he was choked with the first mouthful. — 
RoDEN Noel in Mermaid Series of the Old Dramatists {Otway), 

58. 1 6. most people, etc. Omitted in author's revision. 

58. 1 8. a Saracen's head. An ugly and agonized figure often 
used in the Middle Ages and later for door-knockers, signs, gar- 
goyles, etc. 

60. 24. a Magdalen. See St. Luke vii., viii. 

60. 28. Oxford Street. The student will notice with what 
graceful ease De Quincey rises from simple narrative to the tender 
pathos and spiritual heights of this impassioned apostrophe. 

62. 1 7. Orestes. The author has in mind the play of Euripides, 
in which Orestes, having slain his mother Clytemnestra, is pursued 
by the Erinnyes or Eumenides, the furies of Greek mythology. 
iEschylus and Sophocles also wrote tragedies on the same myth. 
See p. II, 1. 17. Cf. Shakespeare's witches in Macbeth^ ii, 2; also 
the ghosts in Richard III, v, 3. 

62. 19. as a blessed balm, w <^VKov fhrvov dekyqTphv^ iTUovpov 
vhcov, Euripides' Orestes ^ v, 211, incorrectly quoted by De Quincey, 
probably from memory, as was his custom. 

63. 2. beloved M . His wife, Margaret Simpson, the dales- 
man's daughter of Westmoreland, whom he had married in 181 6, 
and of whom and her assiduities to him through the worst years of 
his opium agonies at Grasmere there is to be further mention in 
these Confessions. — M asson. 

63. 3. Electra ! The devoted sister of Orestes. See Gayley's 
Classic Myths, p. 310, or Lempriere's Classical Dictionary, 

63. 7. servile ministrations. tA 56u\eu/A' ^5i>, Euripides' Orw/^, 
V, 221 [incorrectly quoted by De Q. in footnote]. 

63. 18. The king of men. A.va^ &vbp(av *A.yaiiiiiv<av [Agamem- 
non, king of men]. — De Quincey. 

63. 19. hid her face in her robe. Kpara OeW etaw ir^rXwv, 
Orestes, v, 280 [incorrectly quoted by De Q.]. The scholar will 
know that throughout this passage I refer to the early scenes of the 
Orestes; one of the most beautiful exhibitions of the domestic affec- 
tions which even the dramas of Euripides can furnish. To th? 
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English reader, it may be necessary to say, that the situation at the 
opening of the drama is that of a brother attended only by his 
sister during the demoniacal possession of a suffering conscience 
(or, in the mythology of the play, haunted by the furies), and in 
circumstances of immediate danger from enemies, and of desertion 
or cold regard from nominal friends. — De Quincey. 

63. 23. again I pace the terraces of Oxford Street by 
night. At this point the reader must imagine himself again in 
London, with De Quincey, in that month of August 1821 when, 
having left his wife and children at Grasmere three months before, 
he was penning the original of these Confessions for The London 
Magazine^ and otherwise endeavouring, for their sakes and his 
own, to establish some literary connexion that might repair his 
then shattered means. He is again pacing, he tells us, those 
London streets which had been the scene of his miserable vagrancy 
eighteen years before, — i.e. from November 1802 to March 1803, — 
recalling all the incidents of that vagrancy, but thinking also of all 
that had occurred since, and yearning for his distant home in the 
north. — Masson. 

64. 9. "Oh, that I had the wings of a dove," etc. Psalm 
Iv. 6. 

THE PLEASURES OF OPIUM. 

66. 15. "the stately Pantheon." In Oxford Street, on the 
left, farther on, is the Princess Theatre, nearly opposite to which 
is the Pantheon^ which has successively been a concert-room, a 
theatre, and a bazaar, and is now the extensive warehouse of 
Messrs. Gilbey. — Baedeker's London. 

It is but fair to say that Wordsworth meant to speak of the inte- 
rior^ which could very little be inferred from the mean, undistin- 
guished outside, as seen presenting itself endways in Oxford Street. 
— De Quincey. 

For the quotation, see Wordsworth's Power of Music ^ 11. 3, 4. 

67. 6. evanesced. This way of going off the stage of life 
appears to have been well known in the seventeenth century, but 
at that time to have been considered a peculiar privilege of blood- 
royal, and by no means to be allowed to druggists. For about the 
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year 1686, a poet of rather ominous name (and who, by-the-by, did 
ample justice to his name) — viz., Mr. Flatmatiy in speaking of the 
death of Charles II., expresses his surprise that any prince should 
commit so absurd an act as dying; because, says he, 

" Kings should disdain to die, and only disappear ^^ 

They should abscond, that is, into the other world. — De Quincey. 

67. 21. </>dpfmKov rnwevOh, Soothing drug. It was used by 
the ancients to give relief from pain and sorrow, and is supposed 
by some to have been hasheesh or opium. See Odyssey^ iv, 219. 
Cf. Comus, 1. 675, and Poe's Raven : — 

"Quaff, O quaff this kind Nepenthe ! " 

Also Pope's Satires, Epilogue, 1. 98 : — 

** LulPd with the sweet Nepenthe of a court." 

See also Carlyle's Sartor Resartus, ii, 2, 24. 

68. I. ez cathedra. From the throne or official seat, and 
therefore with authority. 

68. 6. on Tuesday and Saturday. The London Gazette ap- 
peared on these two days. 

68. 17. die. Of this, however, the learned appear latterly to 
have doubted ; for, in a pirated edition of Buchan's Domestic Medi- 
cine, which I once saw in the hands of a farmer's wife, who was 
studying it for the beneBt of her health, the doctor was made to 
caution his readers against taking more than " twenty-five ounces " 
of laudanum at one dose. The true reading had doubtless been 
twenty-five drops or minims, which in a gross equation is held 
equivalent to one grain of average opium; but opium itself — 
crude opium — varies enormously in purity and strength; conse- 
quently the tincture prepared from it. And most of the medical 
connoisseurs whom I have known boiled their opium, so as to 
cleanse it from gross impurities. — De Quincey. 

68. 29. meo periculo. At my risk, i.e., on my guarantee. 
What qualities of the author's mind are shown in his analysis of the 
effects of opium and wine ? 
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71. 16. unscientific authors. Amongst the great herd of 
travellers, etc., who show sufficiently by their thoughtlessness that 
they never held any intercourse with opium, I must caution my 
readers specially against the brilliant author of Anastasius [Thomas 
Hope, 1 770-1831, merchant-prince, oriental traveller, novelist, etc.]. 
This gentleman, whose wit would lead one to presume him an 
opium-eater, has made it impossible to consider him in that charac- 
ter, from the grievous misrepresentation which he has given of its 
effects at pages 215-217 of Vol. I. Upon consideration, it must 
appear such to the author himself; for, waiving the errors I have 
insisted on in the text, which (and others) are addpted in the fullest 
manner, he will himself admit that an old gentleman, '* with a snow- 
white beard," who eats ** ample doses of opium," and is yet able to 
deliver what is meant and received as very weighty counsel on the 
bad effects of that practice, is but an indifferent evidence that opium 
either kills people prematurely, or sends them into a madhouse. 
But, for my part, I see into this old gentleman and his motives : 
the fact is, he was enamoured of " the little golden receptacle of 
the pernicious drug" which Anastasius carried about him; and no 
way of obtaining it so safe and so feasible occurred as that of fright- 
ening its owner out of his wits. This commentary throws a new 
light upon the case, and greatly improves it as a story; for the old 
gentleman's speech, as a lecture on pharmacy, is absurd; but, con- 
sidered as a hoax on Anastasius, it reads excellently. — De Quincey. 

71. 31. dependent on him. This surgeon it was who first 
made me aware of the dangerous variability in opium as to strength 
under the shifting proportions of its combination with alien im- 
purities. Naturally, as a man professionally alive to the danger of 
creating any artificial need of opium beyond what the anguish of 
his malady at any rate demanded, trembling every hour on behalf 
of his poor children, lest, by any indiscretion of his own, he should 
precipitate the crisis of his disorder, he saw the necessity of reducing 
the daily dose to a minimum. But to do this he must first obtain 
the means of measuring the quantities of opium; not the apparent 
quantities as determined by weighing, but the virtual quantities 
after allowing for the alloy or varying amounts of impurity. This, 
however, was a visionary problem. To allow for it was simply 



Digitized by 



Google 



214 NOTES. 

impossible. The problem, therefore, changed its character. Not 
to measure the impurities was the object; for, whilst entangled 
with the operative and efficient parts of the opium, they could not 
be measured. To separate and eliminate the impure (or inert) 
parts, this was now the object. And this was effected finally by a 
particular mode of boiling the opium. That done, the residuum 
became equable in strength; and the daily doses could be nicely 
adjusted. About i8 grains formed his daily ration for many years. 
This, upon the common hospital equation, expresses i8 times 25 
drops of laudanum. But, since 25 is = ^-J^, therefore 18 times one 
quarter of a hundred is = one quarter of 1800, and that, I suppose, 
is 450. So much this surgeon averaged upon each day for about 
twenty years. Then suddenly began a fiercer stage of the anguish 
from his disease. But then, also, the fight was finished, and the 
victory was won. All duties were fulfilled : his children prosper- 
ously launched in life; and death, which to himself was becoming 
daily more necessary as a relief from torment, now fell injuriously 
upon nobody. — De Quincev. 

75. 23. The late Duke of Norfolk. My authority was the 
late Sir George Beaumont, an old familiar acquaintance of the 
duke's. But such expressions are always liable to grievous misap- 
plication. By " the late " duke Sir George meant that duke once 
so well known to the nation as the partisan friend of Fox, Burke, 
Sheridan, etc., at the era of the great French Revolution in 1789-93. 
Since his time, I believe there have been three generations of ducal 
Howards : who are always interesting to the English nation : first, 
from the bloody historic traditions surrounding their great house ; 
secondly, from the fact of their being at the head of the British 
Peerage. — De Quincey. 

In the edition of 1856 De Quincey cancelled the earlier phrase 
** by the blessing of Heaven," and substituted " wind and weather 
permitting." 

76. II. pleasant place of resort. I trust that my reader 
has not been so inattentive to the windings of my narrative as to 
fancy me speaking here of the Brown-Brunell and Pjrment period. 
Naturally I had no money disposable at that period for the opera. 
I am speaking here of years stretching far beyond those boyish 
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scenes — interludes in my Oxford life, or long after Oxford. — De 

QUINCEY. 

76. 27. **threttinelo— threttanelo.'' The beautiful represen- 
tative echo by which Aristophanes expresses the sound of the Gre- 
cian phorminXf or of some other instrument, which conjecturally has 
been shown most to resemble our modem European harp. In the 
case of ancient Hebrew instruments used in the temple service, 
random and idle must be all the guesses through the Greek Sep- 
tuagint or the Latin Vulgate to identify any one of them. But as to 
Grecian instruments the case is different; always there is a remote 
chance of digging up some marble sculpture of orchestral appurte- 
nances and properties. — De Quincey. 

76. 29. when Grassini appeared, etc. Yet all things change : 
this same Grassini, whom once I adored, afterwards, when gorged 
with English gold, went off to Paris; and, when I heard on what 
terms she lived with a man so unmagnanimous as Napoleon, I 
came to hate her. Did I complain of any man's hating England, 
or teaching a woman to hate her benefactress? Not at all; but 
simply of his adopting at second hand the malice of a jealous 
nation, with which originally he could have had no sincere .sym- 
pathy. Hate us, if you please; but not sycophantishly, by way of 
paying court to others. — De Quincey. 

Josephine Grassini (i 773-1850) was an Italian contralto and a 
reigning favorite in London in 1803. 

77. 6. music. See Twelfth Night, i, i, Antony and Cleopatra, 
ii, 5, Congreve's Mourning Bride, i, i, and Shelley's Prometheus 
Unbound, ii, v.i 

77. 1 2. Sir Thomas Browne's Religio Medici, Part II, Sec. ix. 

. I have not the book at this moment to consult; but I think the 

passage begins, ''And even that tavern music, which makes one 

man merry, another mad, in me strikes a deep fit of devotion," etc. 

— De Quincey. 

The first word of the quotation should be " for." There are many 

1 One of the finest interpretations of the power of music is found in 
Du Maurier's The Martian, Part V. In his rhapsodies De Quincey 
attains a most subtle and powerful musical effect. As examples see 
pp. 127, 128, and his Dream-Fugue, 
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interesting points of resemblance between Browne and De Quincey 
in their philosophy, quaint originality, imagination, and learning. 

78. 19. Weld, the traveller. Isaac Weld, author of Travels 
in the United States and Canada (1799). The passage referred to 
is this : " The women, on the contrary, speak with the utmost ease, 
and the language, as pronounced by them, appears as soft as the 
Italian. They have, without exception, the most delicate harmoni- 
ous voices I ever heard, and the most pleasing gentle laugh that is 
possible to conceive. I have oftentimes sat amongst a group of 
them for an hour or two together, merely for the pleasure of listen- 
ing to their conversation, on account of its wonderful softness and 
delicacy " (pp. 411, 412). 

80. 30. soot. In the large capacious chimneys of the rustic 
cottages throughout the Lake district you can see up the entire 
cavity from the seat which you occupy, as an honoured visitor, 
in the chimney corner. There I used often to hear (though not 
to see) bees. Their murmuring was audible, though their bodily 
forms were too small to be visible at that altitude. On inquiry, I 
found that soot (chiefly from wood and peats) was useful in some 
stage of their wax or honey manufacture. — De Quincey. 

81. 10. sphinx's riddles. The Sphinx was a monster sent by 
Juno to lay waste the neighborhood of Thebes. She proposed 
enigmas to the inhabitants, and devoured them if they were unable 
to explain them. At last CEdipus answered her famous riddle of 
man,i whereupon the monster destroyed herself. See Lempri^re, De 
Quincey*s The Sphinxes Riddle^ and Carlyle*s Sartor Resartus, ii, 4. 

82. 16. Trophonius. A celebrated architect who built Apollo*s 
temple in Delphi. He afterwards gave oracles from a cave near 
Lebadea. The suppliant, after many ceremonies, descended into 
the cave by a narrow entrance, from which after receiving an 
answer he returned backwards. He was always pale and dejected on 
his return, and hence it became proverbial to say of a melancholy 
person, " He has consulted the oracle of Trophonius." See Apol- 
lonius' Homeric Lexicon, 2^(i\ Herodotus' History , i, 46; viii, 134. 



1 What creature is it that moves on four feet in the morning, on two 
at noonday, and on three toward the evening ? 
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83. 25. Another of De Quincey's splendid apostrophes. Sir 
Walter Raleigh's famous apostrophe to death, which closes his 
History of the World, was, no doubt, De Quincey's model. **0 
eloquent, just, and mighty Death ! whom none could advise, thou 
hast persuaded; what none hath dared, thou hast done; and whom 
all the world hath flattered, thou only hast cast out of the world 
and despised : thou hast drawn together all the far-stretched great- 
ness, all the pride, cruelty, and ambition of man, and covered it 
all over with these two narrow words, Hicjacety — Raleigh. 

84. 8. Phidias, the famous Athenian sculptor, who made the 
statues of Minerva and Jupiter Olympius (d. B.C. 432). Praziteleo^ 
another celebrated Greek sculptor who lived in the fourth century 
B.C. His finest statues were those of Cupid, Venus, and Phryne. 

84. 9. Hekatdmpylos, i.^., the hundred-gated (from iKaT6v, 
hekaton, a hundred, and viOXr}, pyle, a gate). This epithet of 
hundred-gated was applied to the Egyptian Thebes in contradis- 
tinction to the ^irrdiruXos {heptdpyloSy or seven-gated) which desig- 
nated the Grecian Thebes, within one day's journey of Athens. — 
De Quincey. 

84. 26. the Bodleian. The famous library of Oxford, first 
opened in 1488, but reestablished in 1 597-1 602 by Sir Thomas 
Bodley, from whom it takes its name. It now contains over 480,000 
volumes and -manuscripts. 

85. 5. of either university. What two great universities of 
England are here referred to? 

86. I. honi soit qui mal y pense: shame be to him who 
thinks evil. This motto occurs in connection with the origin of the 
Order of the Garter. 

86. 15. X.Y. Z. De Quincey's signature to many articles in 
The London Magazine. 

86. 15. Gustos Rotulorum. Keeper of the Rolls. An officer 
of the English Parliament or Courts who had charge of the records. 

87. 4. Anastasius. The reader of this generation will mar- 
vel at these repeated references to Anastasius. It is now an 
almost forgotten book, so vast has been the deluge of novel-writing 
talent, really original and powerful, which has overflowed our litera- 
ture during the lapse of thirty-five years from the publication of 
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these Confessions. Anastasius was written by the famous and 
opulent Mr. Hope, and was in 1821 a book both of high reputation 
and of great influence amongst the leading circles of society. — 
De Quincey. 

87. 22. a very melancholy event. The death of Words- 
worth's little daughter Catherine, to whom De Quincey was tenderly 
attached. — Garnett. 

87. 28. a most appalling irritation of the stomach. See 
Page's Life of De Quincey for an essay by Dr. Eatwell on the 
medical aspects of De Quincey's case. 

, 89. 16. the gentlemen of The Porch. A handsome news- 
room, of which I was very courteously made free, in passing through 
Manchester, by several gentlemen of that place, is called either 
The Porch or The Portico^ which in Greek is the Stoa ; from which 
I, a stranger in Manchester, inferred that the subscribers meant to 
profess themselves Stoics, or followers of Zeno. But I have been 
since assured that this is a mistake. — De Quincey. 

89. 22. such as Chaucer describes. 

" Ful swetely herde he confessioun. 
And plesaunt was his absolucioun " 

is part of Chaucer's character of the Friar in the Canterbury Tales, 
— Masson. 

De Quincey habitually quoted from memory, and often in- 
accurately. 

90. 22. Ramadan. The month of fasting observed by Mo- 
hammedans. 

91. 20. eight thousand drops of laudanum. I here reckon 
twenty-five drops of laudanum as equivalent to one grain of opium; 
which, I believe, is the common estimate. However, as both may 
be considered variable quantities (the crude opium varying much 
in strength, and the tincture still more), I suppose that no infini- 
tesimal accuracy can be had in such a calculation. Tea-spoons 
vary as much in size as opium in strength. Small ones hold about 
one hundred drops; so that eight thousand drops, which obviously 
read into eighty hundred drops, fill a small tea-spoon eighty times, 
^ut large modern tea-spoons hold very much more. Some even 
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approach in their capacity to dessert-spoons. The reader sees 
how much I kept within Dr. Buchan's indulgent allowance. — 
De Quincey. 

92. 3. Kant, Immanuel (i 724-1 804), one of the greatest phi- 
losophers of modern times. He was professor of Logic and Meta- 
physics for twenty-four years in the university at Konigsberg, 
Prussia, where he was born. 

92. 20. on his road to a seaport, viz., between the seafaring 
populations on the coast of Lancashire and the corresponding 
populations on the coast of Cumberland (such as Ravenglass, 
Whitehaven, Workington, Mzxypott, etc.), there was a slender 
current of interchange constantly going on, and especially in the 
days of pressgangs — in part by sea, but in part also by land. — 
De Quincey. 

93. 20. the beautiful English face of the girl. This girl, 
Barbara Lewthwaite, was already at that time a person of some 
poetic distinction, being (unconsciously to herself) the chief speaker 
in a little pastoral poem of Wordsworth's. That she was really 
beautiful, and not merely so described by me for the sake of improv- 
ing the picturesque effect, the reader will judge from this line in 
the poem, written perhaps ten years earlier, when Barbara might 
be six years old ; — 

" Twas little Barbara Lewthwaite, a child of beauty rare ! ** 

This, coming from William Wordsworth, both a fastidious judge and 
a truth-speaker of the severest literality, argues some real preten- 
sions to beauty, or real at that time. But it is notorious that, in 
the anthologies of earth through all her zones, one flower beyond 
every other is liable to change, which flower is the countenance of 
woman. Whether in his fine stanzas upon " Mutability," where 
the most pathetic instances of this earthly doom are solemnly 
arrayed, Spenser has dwelt sufficiently upon this, the saddest of all, 
I do not remember. — De Quincey. [He has not. — Ed.] 

See Wordsworth's poem IVf are Seven, written at Alfoxden in 
the spring of 1798. De Quincey also tells us that Barbara "en- 
tered unconsciously into the composition of another picture even 
more remarkable, suggesting great names connected with the great- 
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est of themes" [Plato and the eternality of the soul]. He refers 
to the Ode on the Intimations of Immortality . 

94. 5. Adelung, Johann Christoph (i 732-1806), a German 
philologist, and librarian at Dresden. 

95. 8. he was familiar with opium. This, however, is not 
a necessary conclusion; the varieties of effect produced by opium 
on different constitutions are infinite. A London magistrate (Har- 
riott's Striates through Life, Vol. Ill, p. 391, third edition) has re- 
corded that, on the first occasion of his trying laudanum for the 
gout, he took forty drops, the next night sixty, and on the fifth 
night EIGHTY, without any effect whatever; and this at an advanced 
age. — De Quincey. 

92-95. The whole episode of the Malay is a delightful example 
of De Quincey's humor. What qualities has this passage in com- 
mon with the author's most humorous essay Murder considered as 
One of the Fine Arts ? What has De Quincey in common with 
Lamb, Thackeray, Hazlitt, Hunt, Irving, Mark Twain, and other 
humorists? 

95. 16. amuck, Malay amoq^ furious. See the common ac- 
counts, in any eastern traveller or voyager, of the frantic excesses 
committed by Malays who have taken opium, or are reduced to 
desperation by ill luck at gambling. — De Quincey. 

96. 4. a third. A surgeon at Brighton. 

96-100. The cottage and the valley concerned in this descrip- 
tion were not imaginary: the valley was the lovely one, in those 
days, of Grasmere; and the cottage was occupied for more than 
twenty years by myself, as immediate successor, in the year 1809, 
to Wordsworth. Looking at the limitation here laid down — viz. 
in those days — the reader will inquire in what way Time can have 
affected the beauty of Grasmere. Do the Westmoreland valleys 
turn grey-headed? O reader! this is a painful memento for some 
of us! Thirty years ago, a gang of vandals (nameless, I thank 
heaven, to me), for the sake of building a mail-coach road that 
never would be wanted, carried, at a cost of ;f 3000 to the defrauded 
parish, a horrid causeway of sheer granite masonry, for three- 
quarters-of-a-mile, right through the loveliest succession of secret 
forest dells and shy recesses of the lake, margined by unrivalled 



Digitized by 



Google 



NOTES. 221 

ferns, amongst which was the Osmunda regalis. This sequestered 
angle of Grasmere is described by Wordsworth, as it unveiled itself 
on a September morning, in the exquisite poems on the " Naming 
of Places." From this also — viz. this spot of ground, and this 
magnificent crest (the Osmunda) — was suggested that unique line, 
the finest independent line through all the records of verse, 

" Or lady of the lake, 
Sole-sitting by the shores of old romance." 

Rightly, therefore, did I introduce this limitation. The Grasmere 
before and after this outrage were two different vales. — De 

QUINCEY. 

97. 14. Castle of Indolence by James Thomson (i 700-1 748). 
It is a half-playful poem written in imitation of Spenser. See 
Gosse's Eighteenth Century Literature^ pp. 225-226, and Phelps' 
English Romantic Movement^ pp. 74-76. 

98. 17. Jonas Hanway, tourist, philanthropist, and author 
( 1 712-1786), said to have been "the first man who ventured to 
walk the streets of London with an umbrella over his head," was 
a vehement opponent of tea, and got into conflict with Dr. Johnson 
on that subject, as appears from the following passage in Boswell's 
Life of Johnson [see i, 175]. — Masson. 

98. 20. I will introduce a painter. One of De Quincey's 
happy devices for giving variety and picturesqueness to his descrip- 
tions. 

99. 16. dear M . See pp. 63, 99, and 210. 

100. 15. the Opium-eater's exterior. See Introduction, p. 
XV ; also Woodhouse*s Notes of Conversation with Thomas De 
Quincey, p. 2. 

101. 6. an Iliad of woes. Explain the allusion. 

THE PAINS OF OPIUM. 

105. 7. abstinence from opium. With what final result I 
have much difficulty in saying. Invariably, after such victories, 
I returned, upon deliberate choice (after weighing all the conse- 
quences on this side and on that), to the daily use of opium, but 
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with silent changes, many and great (worked apparently by these 
reiterated struggles), in the opium-eating habits. Amongst other 
changes was this, that the quantity required gradually fell by an 
enormous proportion. According to the modern slang phrase, I had 
in the meridian stage of my opium career used ^* fabulous " quanti- 
ties. Stating the quantities — not in solid opium, but in the tincture 
(known to everybody as laudanuni) — my daily ration was eight 
thousand drops. If you write down that amount in the ordinary 
way as 8000, you see at a glance that you may read it into eight 
quantities of a thousand, or into eight hundred quantities of ten, or 
lastly, into eighty quantities of one hundred. Now, a single quan- 
tity of one hundred will about fill a very old-fashioned obsolete tea- 
spoon, of that order which you find still lingering amongst the 
respectable poor. Eighty such quantities, therefore, would have 
filled eighty of such antediluvian spoons — that is, it would have 
been the common hospital dose for three hundred and twenty adult 
patients. But the ordinary tea-spoon of this present nineteenth 
century is nearly as capacious as the dessert-spoon of our ancestors. 
Which I have heard accounted for thus : — Throughout the eigh- 
teenth century, when first tea became known to the working popu- 
lation, the tea-drinkers were almost exclusively women; men, even 
in educated classes, very often persisting (down to the French 
Revolution) in treating such a beverage as an idle and effeminate 
indulgence. This obstinate twist in masculine habits it was that 
secretly controlled the manufacture of tea-spoons. Up to Waterloo, 
tea-spoons were adjusted chiefly to the calibre of female mouths. 
Since then, greatly to the benefit of the national health, the grosser 
and browner sex have universally fallen into the effeminate habit of 
tea-drinking ; and the capacity of tea-spoons has naturally conformed 
to the new order of cormorant mouths that have alighted by myriads 
upon the tea-trays of these later generations. — De Quincey. 

108. 9. Apollo ... at Delphi For a scholarly discussion of 
this whole subject see De Quincey's The Pagan Oracles, Vol. VII, 
Masson's edition, or Blackwood for March, 1842. Also see Seyffert's 
Dictionary of Classical Antiquities under " Delphic Oracle." 

108. 28. See-saw, etc. O dear reader, surely you don't want an 
oracle to tell you that this is a good old nursery lyric, which through 
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four centuries has stood the criticism, stood the anger against Daw's 
enemies, stood the pity for Daw herself, so infamously reduced to 
straw, of children through eighty generations, reckoning five years 
to each nursery succession. — De Quincey. 

115 . 15. a starting-point for the morbid deyelopment . Here 
is a parallel case, equally fatal where it occurs, but happily moving 
within a far narrower circle. About fifty years ago, Sir Everard 
Home, a surgeon of the highest class, mentioned as a dreadful cau- 
tion that, within his own experience, many an indolent tumor in the 
face, not unfrequently the most trifling pimple, which for thirty or 
more years had caused no uneasiness whatever, suddenly might 
chance to receive the slightest possible wound from a razor in the 
act of shaving. What followed? Once disturbed, the trivial ex- 
crescence became an open cancer. Is the parallel catastrophe in 
the pulmonary system, when pushed forward into development, kt 
all less likely to hide its importance from uninstructed eyes? Yet, 
on the other hand, it is a thousand times more likely to happen. — 
De Quincey. 

115. 27. a power like that of ''Amram's son.'' See Milton's 
Paradise Lost, i, 339, and Numbers xi. 20. 

116. 15. godlike forehead. Wordsworth's famous description 
of Coleridge occurs in Stanzas written in my pocket-copy of Thom- 
son's Castle of Indolence (1802), and runs thus: — 

** A noticeable man with large gray eyes. 
And a pale face that seemed undoubtedly 
As if a blooming face it ought to be ; 
Heavy his low-hung lip did oft appear, 
Deprest by weight of musing phantasy; 
Profound his forehead was." — Masson. 

118. 2. at the early age of thirty-nine. '* His gravestone in 
St. Anne's churchyard, Manchester," says John Evans in a paper 
before the Manchester Literary Qub (1879), ''contains this inscrip- 
tion: Thomas Quincey ^ merchant, who died July 18, i^gs, aged 40 
years,'* 

118. 15. rabid persecution. I do not mean that, in the cir- 
cumstances of my individual position, any opening could have arisen 
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to an opposition more than verbal; since it would have been easy 
for me at all times to withdraw myself by hundreds of leagues from 
controversies upon the case. But the reasons for concealment were 
not the less urgent. For it would have been painful to find myself 
reduced to the dilemma of either practising habitual and complex 
dissimulation, or, on the other hand, of throwing myself headlong 
into that fiery vortex of hotheaded ignorance upon the very name 
of opium which to this hour (though with less of rancorous bigotry) 
makes it hazardous to avow any daily use of so potent a drug. — De 

QUINCEY. 

122. 27. Hedonist. Ftom the Gteekwotdfot vo/up/uousp/eas- 
ure — viz. Hedone ('H5oi'iJ) — Professor Wilson coined the English 
word Hedonist^ which he sometimes applied in playful reproach to 
myself and others. — De Quincey. 

123. 20. What is Lord Bacon's contribution to literature and 
science ? 

124. I. My studies haye now been long interrupted. De 
Quincey here reverts to the latter part of "The Pleasures of Opium," 
descriptive of his early married life at Grasmere. 

124. 4. reading is an accomplishment of mine. It seems 
to me, from the manner in which the opium-eater recited a few lines 
occasionally, which he had occasion to quote, that the reading upon 
which in his Confessions he piques himself would scarcely appear 
good to most people. He reads with too inward a voice ... he 
ekes out particular syllables . . . and, in short, removes his tone 
and manner rather too much from the mode of common language. 

— WOODHOUSE. 

124. II. John Kemble (1757-1823). A famous English trage- 
dian, brother of the still more celebrated Mrs. Sarah Siddons (i 755- 
1831) mentioned below. Hazlitt and Lamb wrote each an essay on 
her wonderful acting, and Sir Joshua Reynolds painted her portrait 
as the Tragic Muse. See frontispiece to Rolfe's edition of Macbeth. 
Her acting is one of the glorious traditions of the English stage. 

125. 30. Spinoza, Baruch de (i 632-1 677). A celebrated 
Dutch philosopher, the greatest modern expounder of pantheism. 
His most famous work is Ethics Demonstrated in the Geometrical 
Order, 
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127. 4. had this profound work, etc. The tone of this entire 
passage in the edition of 1822 is much more severe. See De Quin- 
cey*s article in The London Magazine for March, 1824. . 

131. 27. a near relatiye of mine. " His mother, according to 
Mrs. Baird Smith," says Mr. Gamett. 

132. 2. a faculty developed ... for comprehending the 
whole and every part. The heroine of this remarkable case 
was a girl about nine years old; and there can be little doubt that 
she looked down as far within the crater of death — that awful vol- 
cano — as any human being ever can have done that has lived to 
draw back and to report her experience. Not less than ninety years 
did she survive this memorable escape; and I may describe her as 
in all respects a woman of remarkable and interesting qualities. She 
enjoyed throughout her long Ufe, as the reader will readily infer, 
serene and cloudless health ; had a masculine understanding; rev- 
erenced truth not less than did the Evangelists; and led a life of 
saintly devotion, such as might have glorified **JIilarion or Paul." 
— (The words in italic are Ariosto*s.) — I mention these traits as 
characterizing her in a memorable extent, that the reader may not 
suppose himself relying upon a dealer in exaggerations, upon a 
credulous enthusiast, or upon a careless wielder of language. 
Forty-five years had intervened between the first time and the last 
time of her telling me this anecdote, and not one iota had shifted 
its ground amongst the incidents, nor had any the most trivial of 
the circumstantiations suffered change. The scene of the accident 
was the least of valleys, — what the Greeks of old would have called 
an A7K0S, and we English should properly call a dell. Human ten- 
ant it had none : even at noonday it was a solitude, and would often- 
times have been a silent solitude, but for the brawling of a brook — 
not broad, but occasionally deep — which ran along the base of the 
little hills. Into this brook, probably into one of its dangerous 
pools, the child fell : and, according to the ordinary chances, she 
could have had but a slender prospect indeed of any deliverance; 
for, although a dwelling-house was close by, it was shut out from 
view by the undulations of the ground. How long the child lay in 
the water was probably never inquired earnestly until the answer 
had become irrecoverable : for a servant, to whose care the child 
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was then conBded, had a natural interest in suppressing the whole 
case. From the child's own account, it should seem that asphyxia 
must have announced its commencement. A process of struggle 
and deadly suffocation was passed through half consciously. This 
process terminated by a sudden blow apparently on or in the brain, 
after which there was no pain or conflict; but in an instant suc- 
ceeded a dazzling rush of light; immediately after which came the 
solemn apocalypse of the entire past life. Meantime, the child's 
disappearance in the water had happily been witnessed by a farmer 
who rented some fields in this little solitude, and by a rare accident 
was riding through them at the moment. Not being very well 
mounted, he was retarded by the hedges and other fences in making 
his way down to the water; some time was thus lost; but, once at 
the spot, he leaped in, booted and spurred, and succeeded in deliver- 
ing one that must have been as nearly counted amongst the popu- 
lations of the grave as perhaps the laws of the shadowy world can 
suffer to return ! — De Quincey. 

133. 21. after a certain day in August 1642. I think (but 
at the moment have no means of verif3ring my conjecture) that this 
day was the 24th of August. On or about that day Charles raised 
the royal standard at Nottingham ; which, ominously enough (con- 
sidering the strength of such superstitions in the seventeenth cen- 
tury, and, amongst the generations of that century, more especially 
in this particular generation of the Parliamentary War), was blown 
down during the succeeding night. Let me remark, in passing, 
that no falsehood can virtually be greater or more malicious than 
that which imputes to Archbishop Laud a special or exceptional 
faith in such mute warnings. — De Quincey. 

On this point Professor Masson says : " The King's standard, giv- 
ing the signal for the English Civil War, was raised on the Castle 
Hill at Nottingham on the evening of Monday the 22d of August 
1642, and is said to have been blown down by a violent wind that 
night, — though Rushworth's account discredits that legend. I do 
not understand the grounds of De Quincey's defence of Laud at 
this point against the imputation of superstitious belief in omens. 
Whether his faith in such * mute warnings * was * special or excep- 
tional,' in the sense of being stronger than was usual in his age. 
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may admit of question; but that he was tremulously sensitive to 
dreams, omens, etc., is as certain as records can make anything." 

133. 31. See Milton*s II Penseroso, 1. 8. 

134. 2. the crimson tunic. The signal for battle displayed 
by the Roman soldiers. — Masson. 

134. 3. alalagmos. A word expressing collectively the gather- 
ing of the Roman war-cries — Alala, alila I — Masson. 

134. 5. Piranese was fond of designing ideal architecture in 
drawings. He, however, published no plates under the title of 
Dreams. 

135. 5. From a great modem poet. What poet? It was 
Wordsworth; and why did I not formally name him? This throws 
a light backwards upon the strange history of Wordsworth's repu- 
tation. The year in which I wrote and published these Confessions 
was 1 82 1; and at that time the name of Wordsworth, though be- 
ginning to emerge from the dark cloud of scorn and contumely 
which had hitherto overshadowed it, was yet most imperfectly 
established. Not until ten years later was his greatness cheerfully 
and generally acknowledged. I, therefore, as the very earliest 
(without one exception) of all who came forward, in the beginning 
of his career, to honour and welcome him, shrank with disgust from 
making any sentence of mine the occasion for an explosion of vulgar 
malice against him. But the grandeur of the passage here cited 
inevitably spoke for itself; and he that would have been most 
scornful on hearing the name of the poet coupled with this epithet 
of " great '* could not but find his malice intercepted, and himself 
cheated into cordial admiration, by the splendour of the verses. — 
De Quincey. 

The passage occurs in the Excursion, book ii. 

135. 31. Of what famous satiric poem is Shadwell the subject ? 

136. I. Homer is . . . reputed to have known the virtues 
of opium, etc. This idea is grounded on the passage in the 
Odyssey, book iv, where Helen is represented as administering to 
Telemachus, in the house of Menelaus, a potion prepared from 
nepenthes, which made him forget his sorrows. It was evidently 
some narcotic, but is generally thought to have been an extract of 
hemp, which Galen says was given in his time to guests at ban- 
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quels, as a promoter of hilarity and enjoyment. Hippocrates was 
acquainted with the use of opium in medicine, and frequently 
prescribed it. — Cooke's Seven Sisters of Sleep, chap. iL 

The Homeric nepenthes is the subject of a learned disquisition 
in Gronovius, tom. ii, by Petrus La Seine, who arrives at the 
extraordinary conclusion that it was aurum potabile, — Garnett. 

144. 1 6. name of Death. Milton's Paradise Lost, ii, 787-789. 

144. 18. eyerlasting farewells! In describing the strange 
and shifting pageantry of dreams, De Quincey is eloquent beyond 
praise, and is probably the supreme artist in our own or any other 
language. His unearthly music, his ineffable visions, his gorgeous 
composite scenery, and his solemn pathetic rhapsodies are unsur- 
passed in prose literature. Much of the author's unique grace and 
power is due to his wonderful command of the combined effects of 
sight and sound, and to his fine dramatic instincts. Some of his 
paragraphs affect one like the music of an orchestra or the soul- 
stirring harmonies of a grand oratorio. 

144. 19. I will sleep no more ! Cf. Macbeth, Act II, Sc. 2, 

1.35. 

145. 26. innocent sufferer. William Lithgow. His book 
{Travels, etc.) is tedious and not well written; but the account 
of his own sufferings on the rack at Malaga, and subsequently, is 
overpoweringly affecting. Less circumstantial, but in the same ten- 
dency, is the report of the results from torture published in 1830 by 
Juan Van Halen. — De Quincey. 

146. 2. the issue of my case is at least a proof that opium 
. . . may still be renounced. In explanation of this statement^ 
Mr. Garnett's edition contains the following note from the pen of 
Dr. Japp, De Quincey's biographer : — 

"Accusations have been repeatedly made of late years against 
De Quincey for having asserted that he had made a final escape 
from the thraldom of opium, when such was not the case. This 
charge has been raised by writers otherwise favourable to him, and 
who should have been better informed. The chief cause of the 
misunderstanding is easily discovered. It arose from the very 
inadequate manner in which De Quincey, then only a few years 
before his death, was able to fulfil the task of expanding the Con- 
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fessions as they stood at first into a volume the size of the series 
which Mr. James Hogg had happily been successful in getting him 
to put together as the * Collected Works.' The original version is 
consistent with itself in all essential points : the later and enlarged 
version hardly is. Unless in the case of a very attentive reader, 
who has clearly in his mind the circumstances under which it was 
done, and is able to distinguish as he reads between the original 
and the added matter, difficulties and questionings are sure to arise 
about several matters of fact. De Quincey dovetailed matter here 
and there into the book without carefully revising and rewriting 
the original portions as he should have done. The result is that in 
the earlier portion of the book we find him speaking of himself as 
a person who has had upwards of fifty years' experience of opium, 
and still indulging in it to a moderate extent, whereas at the end he 
speaks of himself as having attained a complete escape. He repeats, 
with merely the change of ' seventeen ' into * eighteen,' the passage in 
the first edition where he had said, * The moral of the narrative is ad- 
dressed to the opium-eater, and therefore of necessity limited in its 
application. If he is taught to fear and tremble enough has been 
effected. But he may say that the issue of my case is at least a proof 
that opium, after an eighteen years* use and an eight years' abuse 
of its powers, may still be renounced.' If the moral of the Con- 
fessions of an Opium- Eater is dependent on the fact of his having 
attained a complete escape from the power of the drug, then the 
final Confessions can really boast no moral even of the most limited 
application, since De Quincey, though he greatly reduced his doses, 
took opium up to the end of his days, — a fact which he very ingen- 
uously confesses over and over again. The truth is, that the moral 
which he allowed to remain tacked to the Confessions as enlarged 
in 1856 is, like too many other morals tacked to less real Narratives 
of pain and sorrow, utterly out of place and misleading, and should 
have been cancelled altogether. What he wrote at the close of the 
Confessions of 1821 was quite true of his condition at the time, but 
his after-career presents a series of almost incredible fluctuations. 
We find him in 1855 gi^i^^g express dates to four separate and signal 
prostrations under the influence of opium; the first in 181 3-14; 
the second in 1817-18; the third in 1823-24; and the fourth in 
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the period between 1841 and 1844 in Edinburgh or Glasgow. The 
record of the first two we have in the original Confessions ; for the 
others we must refer to other documents. The struggle of 1843-44 
was severe. He had again risen almost to his old excess in 181 3-14; 
but by dint of daily exercise and resolution he somewhat suddenly re- 
duced his dose to one hundred drops. * Effects so dreadful and utterly 
unconjectured by medical men succeeded, that I was glad to get back 
under shelter. Not the less I persisted, silently, surely descended 
the ladder, and suddenly found my mind as if whirled round on its 
true centre. It was as if a man had been in a whirlpool, carried 
violently by a headlong current, and before he could speak or 
think he was riding at anchor once more dull and untroubled as in 
days of infancy.' In June, 1844, he succeeded in attaining a final 
comparative escape from opium, having brought his daily quantum 
down to six grains. * I would not say, by any means,' observes his 
daughter, * that he never exceeded this afterwards, but I am very 
sure he never much exceeded it. * There are no more records of 
such struggles as those of 181 7- 18, and of 1844, though in 1848 he 
made a bold attempt to abstain totally : the general result of which 
is to be found in Page's memoir. Vol. I, p. 354. He persevered for 
sixty-one days, but was compelled to return to his moderate dose, 
from which he never afterwards departed, as life otherwise was 
found to be insupportable. He resumed it on his own deliberate 
judgment, as of two evils very much the least. And not only did 
he justify the moderate indulgence in his own case, but he formu- 
lated a kind of general doctrine on the subject, which he thus 
summed up at p. 242 of the Confessions of 1856: — 'Nervous irri- 
tation is the secret desolation of human life, and for this there is 
probably no adequate controlling power but that of opium, taken 
daily under steady regulation.' If moral the final Confessions must 
have, then the pressure of facts would seem to point to this as the 
true one, rather than to any kind of * triumph ' or total abstinence. 
* Once in the toils of opium, reduce your dose to the very minimum, 
and keep it so by careful regulation and outdoor exercise,' seem 
really to be the terms in which the moral of De Quincey's life as 
opium-eater would express itself. 

"The latter years of his life were spent either. in Edinburgh or at 
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Lasswade, in great comfort and quietness, with his daughters, who 
carefully tended him." 

It should be added, that the appendix to the original edition of 
the Confessions^ in which De Quincey rather apologizes for having 
conveyed to the reader " the impression that I had wholly renounced 
the use of opium," is omitted in the enlarged edition. He may 
have thought that he was supplying its absence by describing his 
** escape " as " a provisional stage, that paved the way subsequently 
for many milder stages, to which gradually my constitutional system 
accommodated itself." — Garnett. 

146. 15. Lord Bacon conjectures, etc. In all former editions 
I had ascribed this sentiment to Jeremy Taylor. On a close search, 
however, wishing to verify the quotation, it appeared that I had 
been mistaken. Something very like it occurs more than once in 
the bishop's voluminous writings: but the exact passage moving 
in my mind had evidently been this which follows, from Lord 
Bacon's Essay on Death : — " It is as Naturall to die, as to be 
borne; And to a little Infant, perhaps, the one, is as painfull, as 
the other." — De Quincey. 

THE DAUGHTER OF LEBANON. 

For De Quincey's reasons for printing this opium dream as an 
appendage to the Confessions see author's preface, p. 15. 

147. I. Om el Denia. Mother of the World is the Arabic title 
of Damascus. That it was before Abraham — i.e., already an old 
establishment much more than a thousand years before the siege of 
Troy, and than two thousand years before our Christian era — may 
be inferred from Gen. xv. 2; and, by the general consent of all 
eastern races, Damascus is accredited as taking precedency in age 
of all cities to the west of the Indus. — De Quincey. 

147. 19. Palm3rra had not yet reached its meridian splendour 
of Grecian development, as afterwards near the age of Aurelian; 
but it was already a noble city. — De Quincey. 

149. 4. the Prophet. Though a Prophet was not therefore 
and in virtue of that character an Evangelist, yet every Evangelist 
was necessarily in the scriptural sense a Prophet. For let it be re- 
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membered that a Prophet did not mean a /V/fdicter, or ForesYiovftr 
of events, except derivatively and inferentially. What 7vas a 
Prophet in the uniform scriptural sense? He was a man who drew 
aside the curtain from the secret counsels of Heaven. He declared, 
or made public, the previously hidden truths of God : and, because 
future events might chance to involve divine truth, therefore a 
revealer of future events might happen so far to be a Prophet. Yet 
still small was that part of a Prophet*s functions which concerned 
the foreshowing of events; and not necessarily any part. — De 

QUINCEY. 

153. 9. Compare Rossetti*s Blessed Damozel. 

LEVANA AND OUR LADIES OF SORROW. 

In 1845 ^^ Quincey began to publish in Blackwood a series of 
dream-phantasies under the title of Suspiria de Profundis : being a 
Sequel to the Confessions of an English Opium- Eater. The finest 
of these papers is Levana^ one of the most splendid passages in the 
prose literature of imagination. 

"This magnificent fragment^' says Mr. William Sharp, "if that 
can be called a fragment which though brief is so complete, which 
in conception is so epically grand — would alone suffice to prove 
the justness of the claim for De Quincey's being one of the greatest 
masters of English prose." And Professor Masson thus fittingly 
characterizes it : " It is prose-poetry; but it is more. It is a perma- 
nent addition to the mythology of the human race. As the Graces 
are three, as the Fates are three, as the Furies are three, as the 
Muses were originally three, so may the varieties and degrees of 
misery that there are in the world, and the proportions of their 
distribution among mankind, be represented to the human imagi- 
nation for ever by De Quincey's Three Ladies of Sorrow, and his 
sketch of their figures and kingdoms. " 

154. To Levana and Our Ladies of Sorrow as originally printed 
in Blackwood of June, 1845, ^^ Quincey subjoined this important 
note : " The reader who wishes at all to understand the course of 
these Confessions ought not to pass over this dream-legend. There 
is no great wonder that a vision which occupied my waking thoughts 
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in those years should reappear in my dreams. It was, in fact, a 
legend recurring in sleep, most of which I had myself silently 
written or sculptured in my daylight reveries. But its importance 
to the present Confessions is this, — that it rehearses or prefigures 
their course. This first Part belongs to Madonna. The third 
belongs to the * Mater Suspiriorum,* and will be entitled The Par ah 
Worlds, The fourth, which terminates the work, belongs to the 
* Mater Tenebrarum,* and will be entitled The Kingdom of Dark- 
ness, As to the SECOND, it is an interpolation requisite to the effect 
of the others, and will be explained in its proper place." Such was 
De Quincey*s prefiguration in 1845 ^^ ^^ course of those Suspiria 
de Profundis papers, then only begun, which, when completed, 
were to be offered by him in his old age as a second, and more 
profoundly conceived, set of his Confessions of an English Opium- 
Eater. I detect signs in the footnote of a mere momentary attempt 
to forecast the probable nature and range of a series of papers yet 
unborn for the most part, and to bespeak a plausible principle for 
their classification when they should all be in existence. It was a 
mere extempore scheme, very hazy in the gap between the finished 
Part I, which the Mater Lachrymarum was supposed already to 
own, and the projected Parts III and IV, which were to belong 
to the Mater Suspiriorum and the Mater Tenebrarum respectively; 
and I doubt whether the scheme could, in any circumstances, have 
been consistently and acceptably carried out. In fact, as has been 
explained in our Introduction to these Suspiria^ it broke down. 
What is most interesting in the words just quoted is the evidence 
they afford of the value which De Quincey himself attached, and 
partly for autobiographical reasons, to his mythological conception 
of " The Three Ladies of Sorrow " and of the diverse realms and 
functions of those three sister-goddesses in the world of mankind. 
— Masson. 

The student may appropriately read in this connection De Quin- 
cey's English Mail-Coach^ especially Dream-Fugue (Sec. Ill), 
which originally formed part of the Suspiria. 

In an article entitled Dreaming, De Quincey states his motives 
in writing the Confessions as follows: "The object of that work 
was to reveal something of the grandeur which belongs potentially 
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to human dreams. Whatever may be the number of those in whom 
this faculty of dreaming splendidly can be supposed to lurk, there 
are not, perhaps, very many in whom it is developed. He whose 
talk is of oxen will probably dream of oxen; and the condition of 
human life which yokes so vast a majority to a daily experience in- 
compatible with much elevation of thought oftentimes neutralises 
the tone of grandeitf in the reproductive faculty of dreaming, even 
for those whose minds are populous with solemn imagery. Habit- 
ually to dream magnificently, a man must have a constitutional 
determination to reverie. This in the first place; and even this, 
where it exists strongly, is too much liable to disturbance from the 
gathering agitation of our present English life. Already, what by 
the procession through fifty years of mighty revolutions amongst 
the kingdoms of the earth, what by the continual development of 
vast physical agencies, — steam in all its applications, light getting 
under harness as a slave for man, powers from heaven descending 
upon education and accelerations of the press, powers from hell (as 
it might seem, but these also celestial) coming round upon artillery 
and the forces of destruction, — the eye of the calmest observer is 
troubled; the brain is haunted as if by some jealousy of ghostly 
beings moving amongst us; and it becomes too evident that, unless 
this colossal pace of advance can be retarded (a thing not to be 
expected), or, which is happily more probable, can be met by 
counter-forces of corresponding magnitude, — forces in the direc- 
tion of religion or profound philosophy that shall radiate centrifu- 
gaily against this storm of life so perilously centripetal towards the 
vortex of the merely human, — left to itself, the natural tendency 
of so chaotic a tumult must be to evil; for some minds to lunacy, 
for others a reagency of fleshly torpor. How much this fierce con- 
dition of eternal hurry upon an arena too exclusively human in its 
interests is likely to defeat the grandeur which is latent in all men, 
may be seen in the ordinary effect from living too constantly in 
varied company. The word dissipation^ in one of its uses, expresses 
that effect; the action of thought and feeling is consciously dissi- 
pated and squandered. To reconcentrate them into meditative 
habits, a necessity is felt by all observing persons for sometimes 
retiring from crowds. No man ever will unfold the capacities of 
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his own intellect who does not at least checker his life with solitude. 
How much solitude, so much power. Or, if not true in that rigour 
of expression, to this formula undoubtedly it is that the wise rule 
of life must approximate. 

" Among the powers in man which suffer by this too intense life of 
the social instincts, none suffers more than the power of dreaming. 
Let no man think this a trifle. The machinery for dreaming 
planted in the human brain was not planted for nothing. That 
faculty, in alliance with the mystery of darkness, is the one great 
tube through which man communicates with the shadowy. And 
the dreaming organ, in connexion with the heart, the eye, and the 
ear, composes the magniBcent apparatus which forces the infinite 
into the chambers of a human brain, and throws dark reflections 
from eternities below all life upon the mirrors of that mysterious 
camera obscura — the sleeping mind. 

" But, if this faculty suffers from the decay of solitude, which is 
becoming a visionary idea in England, on the other hand it is cer- 
tain that some merely physical agencies can and do assist the fac- 
ulty of dreaming almost preternaturally. Amongst these is intense 
exercise, — to some extent at least, for some persons ; but beyond 
all others is opium : which indeed seems to possess a specific power 
in that direction ; not merely for exalting the colours of dream- 
scenery, but for deepening its shadows, and, above all, for strength- 
ening the sense of its fearful realities, 

" The Opium Confessions were written with some slight secondary 
purpose of exposing this specific power of opium upon the faculty 
of dreaming, but much more with the purpose of displaying the 
faculty itself." 
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The s:reater plays in their literary 
aspect, edited by scholars of liter- 
ary as well as academic distinction* 
issued in sins:le volumes. 



IN this edition an attempt is made to present the 
^ greater plays of the dramatist in their literary aspect, 
and not merely as material for the study of philology or 
grammar. Criticism purely verbal and textual has been 
included to such an extent only as may serve to help 
the student in his appreciation of the essential poetry. 
Questions of date and Hterary history have been fully 
dealt with in the Introductions, but the larger space has 
been devoted to the interpretative rather than the mat- 
ter-of-fact order of scholarship. 

The aim is to set forth an adequate literary and artis- 
tic interpretation of Shakespeare, free from the meta- 
physical and moralizing perversion, the superfine intel- 
lectuality, and all the misconceptions of dramatic art 
and confusion of aesthetic standards that have come up- 
on us from Germany, and have been fostered by the 
transcendental and latter-day critics. 

Cloth. 40 cents a volume. 
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Edited by A. J. GEORGE, A.M. 
Wordsworth's Prelude. 

An Autobiographical Poem. 

THIS work is prepared as an introduction to the life and poetry 
of Wordsworth. The poet himself said, " My life is written in 
my works." The life of a man who did so much to make modern 
literature a moral and spiritual force cannot fail to be of interest to 
students of history and literature. 

Cloth. 354 pages. Introduction price, 75 cts. 

Selections from Wordsworth. 



THESE selections are chosen with a view to illustrate the growth 
of Wordsworth's mind and art; they comprise only such 
poems of each period as are considered the poet's best work. 

The method of annotation used in the edition of the Prelude^ has 
been followed here; a method which insists upon the study of liter- 
ature as literature^ and not as a field for the display of the techni- 
calities of grammar, philology, and poetics. 

Goth. 452 pages. Introduction price, 90 cts. 

Wordsworth* s Prefaces and Essays on Poetry. 

IN these various essays we have the evolution of that poetic creed 
which has made Wordsworth rank among the great critics of 
the century. Mr. George has collected and illustrated them by al- 
lusion to the principles of criticism which have prevailed from Aris- 
totle to Matthew Arnold. 

Goth. 133 pages. Introduction price, 50 cts. 
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